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| When reſtleſs hoxrs interrupted ſleep © 


Or take theWorld.to govern by a thongintful Folly, 


T fear, if you ſhould tight upon this Buoz ; (look. 
5 b > - 4 
Yould force it from ut ſeif, and like a love-ſong 


Out ſing the Mirth obſecne which unto you belongs. . 


ATT 


To the chaſt and pure Virgin-Souls, -Thar 
love the Lord Jeſus Chriſt in Sincerity, 
Grace and Peace be multiplied. 


6 (dark, 
Heſe Hymns were moft compoſed in the 


With a deſign to ſtop that rambling work, 
Ungovern'd fancy uſeth then to keep. 
Better make Hymns than yierd to Melancholy, 
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IH. ( ar aw 
Hands off you venomous Creatures; you that 
The ranke(# Poyſon from the ſweeteſt flows : 
Yea, that by Rigor of a lufiful Law, 
Would force Divine touc to conform to yorrs. 


HT. 
Bnt if you ao, our Loves are flill Djvine 3 
The [tinzing Danghils can't put out the Sun: 
While you ſing out your ſhame, we will incline 
To ſing the Praiſe of Gods eternal Son. ( Songs 
Vie wilkin Pſalms and Hymns, and Spiritual 


IF. 


q 
av LSE I ak AT 
N cole. women = 

i et as. A 


- — ——— —_ I —_— ——___*w—————— __ 


TT 


> tot 16:08... 


- 
4 = % 
wang 


4 4 [ ) a, 
EIS " IE { 
> Reno ew re = IE Re rr 
4 


IV. 


Come then you Virgin-Spouſes of the Lamb, 
Toyn conſort with the Holy Ones avove : 
Put off the Clog, your Body, tf you can, 


- And melt your ſelves int9 4 14, iſs of Love. 


Out with the dregs, and ar aw tne Spirits Pightr, 


Let Love be Love Divine, ard #0t 4 luſtful Fire 


V. 
T have liv'd out now,more than threeſcore years, 
Lind never jet could find my heart 13; time 
Per ſuch A WOrR a5 this, it plain appears, 
Love's hard to ve refed ! O, pw, foon, (Crace 
Retrrns the aregs and ſniut ? the Zn of 


And Anes weakneſs both at wors take little place, 


VI. 


Hor had this been expos'd to publick view, 

But that the Child was drawn by Cogent be ud: 
Tra bard to uruſt it, when there are jo few 
Chaſt Eyes, and pure Mind:, abroad the land, 
Bt let it take the Covert of the wings ( {mgs. 


Of Him,whoſs work it is; of Him, whoſe praiſe it 


CANT. 


— ed ee 


The Song of Songs, which was Solomons. 


HY MN T7. 


Th Solomor's Song, but now 'tis mine? || 
| K. yours ; you bleſſed Saints on : 
[Yau ig rants come.and make your claim 5 |} 
' All you that are athirſt, draw nigh. | 

| 'This Song of Songs, and Hymns of praile ; 

' Sweet Jeſus at thy Feet we lay, 

Together with our Hearts and Souls, 
And for acceptance humbly pray. 

| King Solomon (ha'nt Praiſe thee alone, 

| Nor fingly {:ng his part in this : 
{, | We! Praiſe thee too, becauſe that thou . 3 
. } Our Jeſus art, as well as his. | 
it | Strike up you bleſſed Angels, Tune 

Your Mulick to the higheſt Key 3 
'Yuu ſeparated Souls in bliſs, 

; ding forth his Praiſe (as well you may.) 
i. ; How precious is this Song of Songs, 

Where Chriſt himſelf concerned 1s, 

And {ings the Prailes of his ©.hurch, 
As they're concern'd in finging His ! | 
B Come |! 


CITY 


(3 
= Come bleſſed Spirit of our God, 

# Enflame our hearts with heav'nly fire 
Weel ſing our parts: O.! raiſe our hearts, 
And Tune them yet a great deal hight. 


—”  o— PO 


RC EETEIT Ms _ EMT —_—_" 0 ET R——_ 


CANT. LI. 2. 
ll Let-bim-kiſs me with the bifſes of {1s Mouth — 


HYMN 2. | 


ET thoſe inatro'ring Lips of thine, 
With Love-begetting Love ; 
| Sea! Kifles on theſe Lips of mine, 
2 That I may taſte and prove, 
8 Whar thoſe immenſe Trealures of Love. | 
|. ThoſeSeas and Oceans be: þ 
# Let ſacred Love flow from above; 
In Ne&ar ſtreams to me. 
And let me kiſs thoſe Kiſles, which 
. Can raiſe my Heart on high, | 
And love'thar Love, that can enrich Reg 
And crown my Poverty. 
But will renownea Jeſus deign 
To kils ſo vile a Sinner, 

And be of undeſerved Love, 
The Author and Beginner / 
Can filthy Lips, and fo uiiclean, 

Expect a Prince his K1is ! 
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CF] | 
Do Kings embrace a Love fo mean / pf 
Was ever Love like this! _ Ds 
He that could kiſs the bitter Croſs, 
And kits the burning Wrath, 
And kils the Breath of direfal Death, 
A Kiſs for Sinners hath ! 
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CANT, Ek 4 


For his Love is better than Wine —— | 
HY MIN 3- 


Ord ! I eſteem thy precious Love, 
And prize it more than richeſt Wine;' 
There 1s no Cordial can remove 
} My fainting, like that Blood of thine. 
Wane ſpills che man that drinks too much, 
And greatly doth his Health impair ; 
But rote that drink the moſt of Love, * 
The temperateſt Perſons are. 
ine ine 15 not the poor Mans Drink ; 
But nere's a Cellar always free: 
The Rich may.come, and pooreſt Saint 
May drink his il}, as well as He. 
| There was no Wine at Cana's feaſt, 
Was once comp!liin'd by them above ; 
Bur ſuch a word {hall re're be ſaid, 
At Sion's Fealt there is no Loye, 


"© 


Da My 


(4) 


y Soul ! pierce thou this pipe of Love, 
Fill all thy Flaggons to the Brim 
Divine excels is ſobernels, 

| And Holy Drunkenneſs no »1n. 

Ez The Wine that with us beſt agrees, 

S | And curious Palats moſt approve, 

2&1 Ts not without unpleaſing Lees : 

£1] Butoh! there is no dregs in Love. 
#1} Love's All that can be ipoke or thought 3 
*#7/ *Tis all Earch hath, or Heav'n above. 
Epitomize a Deity, 

'The total ſum of all is LOVE: 
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—— Por his Love 4s better than Wine. 
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Ml HYMN 4. 


It He me, my deareſt Jeſus, love me, 
: And thed that Love, and ler me ſee 


A Letter written full of Love, 
And {uperſcribed unto me. 
; Olove my Scul, and love me more, 
Altho' I know no reaſon why : 
Let me experience where that great 
Fi; Magnetick power of Love doth 1ye: 
& Thy Love's a flood ro quench the Flames 
87!  Ofallmy burning bate Defires : 
{ft Thy Love's a Flame to drink the floods 
Of Vanity, my heart aſpires. ; 


C57 
Thy Love's a Corr'five to my Sins ; 
Ears the proud Fleſh from carnal heart : 
Thy Love's a Cord1al to revive | 
The faintings of the better part. 
Let Friends oppoſe, let En'mies rage; 
Let Tyraats threaten Death appal : 
Let Hell and Devils do cheir worſt, 
Tle ſet thy Love againſt them all. | 
Love me, my deare{t Jeſus, love me, 
And ſhed that Love, and let me ſee 
A Letter written full of Love, 
And ſuperſcribed unto me. 


| CANT-E 3. | 
Becauſe of the ſavour of thy good ointments, thy 


name is as ointment poured forth : therefore} 
40 the Virgins love thee, 


HYMN 5. 


OW odoriferous are the ſents 
Of thy Graces Divine, 
Beyond all meaſure pour'd forth, 
Upon ti:2t Heart of thine ! 
No Garden flow'rs, no Spices, Lord ; 
No {ſweet perfumes thar pleaſe, 
Not Aaron's Oy], nor Aarys Box, 
's -. Smellhalff6 m_ as theſe. _ 
, Py 0 hog , QOLE.: 
Thy 3 7 
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F H ( F2 
Thoſe Virgins next about thy Throne, 
Angels and Saints that ſmell, 
4 Th' anoinrings of the holy One, 
And 'midit theſe Odoyrs dwell ; 
=f Are always in Tranſpor ts of Love, 
Have nothing elſe to co : 
# Would I were there, that I with them 
_ Mightclearn to Love thee r00. 
| The Virgin-Souls, whom thou art tuning 
 Asſtrings ro found thy F "raile ; 
| Whoſe hearts with holy Oy! rerfuming, 
With whom 'tis early days ; 
| Initial converts new Crept Our 
The Womb of fGraces | laws, 
{ Commence their Love, and Face about : 
| O how thy Oyntments craws / 
{ Pour out the anointings, Lord, anc we 
F Willwrap our ſelves in freer, 
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$f Thowe have nothing elſe to give, 
= , I We' Ive thee Love for Oyl. 


| And dwell amidſt the rich perfumes; 
2 There will we place our feet; 
{Fj Thoit becoſtly, ſpare no coſt, 
RC O ſpare, nor work, nor royl ; 
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So ran my ſteely Heart, my God, 


A F x A 
EC ZY \ A . 4 9+ 1 


i- FP ME, AN a pe? Wis ! (tis Fg "EE P1 of Gear 


Ft 7re2 2 Cy 
37th thy great Power draw m®, Lore, 
y x R 
And 1 to thee WIL CORC 
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With pony ower draiy fs, Lord, 
And I to ©! << WHLTUn | 

Draw me, ana others I wii. araw, 
And we t0 thee willru; 

Except thou oa {t, our backward hearts 
Fo thee they'! NEVEr Come. 

Whea Jeſus draws, he firongly draws, 
The fleth can't hold me back ; 

No: a1] the pleaſures of the World 3 

Fis thee, 'tis thee I lack. 

When Jeſus draws, ie tweetly draws, 
As B Beaſts by Foader led 3 

As Lov ers draw by Charms 'of Love, 
As Unions raile the Dead. 

Th e Loadttone d Iraws t! ie {teely Mals, 
And 10ne can teil us OW 3 


Anc make my Powers bow : 
Y el, drawn 1 am, [ blels thee for'r, 
My Soul thall praiſe thee ever - 


: 
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(8). 


; Lo Father, Son and Holy Ghoſt, * 
4 My God, forſake me never. 
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CANT. I. 4 


x | The King brought me into his Chambers — 
HYMN 7. 


| we frequent Love, with winged haſte, 
To blefled Jeſus flies : 
| With inged haſte he comes as faſt, 
With help and choice fupplies : 
Let's not his Church Rand at the Door. 
3 He {cnds no Servant doin 
$84 But down the Stairs he comes himtfelf, 
| That King of great renown. 
| His Perſon is the thing She ſeeks, 
His Perſon tends upon Her ; 
His Perſon 1s the thing She meets, 
His Perſon is Her honour. 
And up the Stairs he leads his Love ; 
* Gives Her a Princely Treat 3 
| With ſp'ritual Near chears Her heart, 
mr - Anc Entertainments great. 
# Hefteaſts Her with his Chamber- Love 3 
# The beſt of all his ſtore : 
* She feeds upon his Fl=(h-and Blood ; 
Her heart can wiſhno more : 


| 


I 


The merry mirth which madneſs yields, 


OP Ou NR OY 
O Lord ! thou art to me-a Dart *. 
My wounded bleeding heart, 
Sh2!l Gill mpart her Love-fick Art, 
And never from thee ſtarr. 
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CANT LL 4 


— Ie will be glad and rejoyce in thee—: | 
HYMN 8s. 


O, empty Joys, with all your toys : 
I have a better Joy than you : 
The Wine, the Mirth, the Mu{ick-dance. 
Doth but my precious Soul nndo, 

The bleſſed Jeſus hath vouchlai'd . 
Llpon the Mount my Soul to raile : 
Now T1I exalt his Name and Fame, 

And to the Heavens raiſe his Prarte. 

Let things go how they will below, 
Let Mountains duel with the Seas. - 
Let Hell ner hotteſt Fires blow, 
My heart in Him thall take her eaſe. 


Which worldly Men ſo faſt devours; 
Their pleaſures and their drinking-hours;-. | 
Cannot afford ſuch Mirth as ours. 1 
They cannot taſt our Joys, O Lord ; 
Nor can thy Saints more rellith theirs: © _ 
Dy Our 7 


10 


Our Joys will greater Joys afford : 
And their's will end 1n bicter Tears : 
Therefore will we rejoyce 1n thee : 
Our Joys ſhall feaſt upon thy ſtore : 
When we are fad, we will be glad, 
And praiſe thy Name for evermore- 


—— 


CANT. EL 4 


—— Te: nl renmbc. thy Love more than 


WVikine— 
HYMN 09. 


Ive place, ye Spirits of the Grape, 
That ſparkle in the Glals: 
, There's no ſuch Wineas Love Divine 3 
O, what a flavour Jeſus has! 
Vere ve poſleſt of Eaſt and 1/eF, 
And all the Joys of Heav'n above : | 
Treaſures of both the Worlds : we will, 
Forgetting theſe, remember Love. 
Forgetfulneſs the fruit of Wine, 
But never was the fruit of Love ; 
The more I take, the more I make 
Impreſſions deep, and palt remove. . 
Ve cannot meet with Wine fo {weer, , 
Nor ye: ſo pleaſant to the taſt, 
As drops of warm and bleeding Love, 
That tricx!e from his hear fo falt : 
The 
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The Wine hae from the Grape i is —_ 
In time will into four turn; 
But Love Divine will ever ſhine, 
With hotteſt Flames that always burns 

The Wane is drawn, the Veffel's out, 
You cannot make it ever run: 
Whom Jeſus loves, he loyes as frelil:, 
As if it were but now begun: 

Thou God of our Salvation, 

2 . Draw forth our Loves more unto thee : 


By loving us, teach us to love, 
And thy beloved Spoule to be. 
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CANT Ls 


——= The upright love thee, 
HYMN 10. 


I, Hou art belov'd, and beſt approv'e, 
Of all that are upright, 

V hoſe hearts are ſound, fincerely bound 

hou art their chief delight | 

Whob very heart and {ouly part, SM 
Hwelis with the Truth ; ; and when A 

Mens hearts are truly true to chee, I 

45 cou art true to them. | 

Tho? Sinners {corn, arid all forlorn, =, -* 

I: their ungodly fight: EP 

he | | Vretches © 


Lo” 53. ko: 
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6 i 5 ls : 
Wretches they are, that would not care, 
To love thee, if they might. 
The Hypocrite will ſpeak thee fair, 
Burt hath no love within: 
Kils and betray, like Judas they ; 
O Lord, it 1s their fin ! 
My Lor.! ! I love thee truly, tho' 
I love not as I ſhould : 
T love thee, yet I love thee not; 
At leaſt, not as I would : 
I would I could ; but fince 'tis fo, 
Worms can but a&t as Worms, 
Accept a real with it were, 
A ſpark till Fire burns. 
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CANT. EL 5: 


T am black, but comly (O ye Daughters of Je- 
ruſalem) as the Tents of Kedar, and Cur- 
tains of Yolomon. | | 


HYMN 1. 


E O What a ſorry thing am T, 

a That cannot bear this weight of Love ! 
I'm ſunk, and down, and dead, as if 

- . Some Dart had ſtruck me from above. 

| My Face is black becaule of Sin ; 

=X Butyetam comely by his Grace : 


[ 
| 


- - = W Pa *1 1s - .. W v7, 5 Us. ! > F d ] bn 
. #3 0 $h>. + A OR, $ AF an ; Fry ” 
Lg - ww £ 352 \ Fa "CF" 0 
- | EG. x 2X: wk 4 a” % BL | ; 4 
. E = « 1 AG Arty ol, Re SL} aaa > Dt OT wt F< - « 
OPERATES vr RA Yo wo 174% oft eee OD EIN II, 5 — — _ _ "Io Eat SAKS BL 1 Tx 
m_ . , has — ”"_ . ſ > —— Re IRE 4424 
_ 4 = _ -_ — —_— w_ > -—_ aw a - wh Ry —_————— — — Erin. Es, go ER DAD. Bi, 
- * 


I'm 


[7 
I'm black without, but fair within: -  -- 
The {ſcorching Sun hath tann'd my Face. | 

How black ſoever. Lord, Iam; | 
YerT am comely towards thee : 

O mayſt thou love ! and give me leave, 
Thy ardent Lover yet to be. 

Tho' Sin and Sorrow makes me black, 
Like Kedar's Tents, that always lie 
Expos'd to Wind and Air unkind, 
And inward waſting Miſery. 

Yet Solomon's Bed is not {o fair, 

Nor are his Curtains half ſo brighr, 
As 1 am, through his Grace, within, 
(*omely 1n my Beloved s fight : 

Ye Daughters of 7eruſalem, 

13o not contemn me at this rate, 
Becaule of my deformity, 

| And this my dark and gloomy ſtate, 

For Love he can, altho' I am, 

Moſt undeſerving of his Love; 
And black as Hell, as 1f I were, 
As fair as is the Heay'n above. 


m 
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CANT. I. 6. 


= Look not upon me, becauſe 1 am black, for the 
| Sun hath looked # pon mt, —— 


HYMN T2. 


'Fy Cloud may quickly overcaſt 
f The brighte!t Sunny-day ; 
Mc = And through the {iveereſt Joys on Earth, 
234 Our cears can break their way. 

1-1 Ye Daughters of Jeruſalem, 

= TheSun bath tann'd my Face. 
2288 Alas tie Morphew that obtrudes 
—= It (elf in Beauties place ! 

Look not upon me, turn your Eyes: 
= lam a loathſome {1gnc 

38 To God and Angels, and my (elf ; 
In me is no delight : 

O how I loath my {elf, my God, 

To ſee this filthy {1ght ! 

O. how 1 long, tho thus unclean, 

8 To love thee, if 1 might. 
There is 2 ſacrificed Lamb, 

g Whoſe Biood can make me white. 
There is a Sun can wake the day, 

be of this ot "It ; 


. I 5 v 
Then ſhall my black be waſhed off; 
Then ſhall my Beauty ſhine ; 
Fair as the Morn ; tho thus foriorn, 
Both in your Eyes and mine. 


CANT.T. 6. 


— Ay Mothers Children were angry with me— 
HYMN 13. 


M' Mothers (not my Fathers) Sons: : 
on if Brethren, Lord to me ; 
That claim a Kind'red ofthy Church, 
Bur not a-kin to Thee - 
Sons of the Church create my woes, 
And caule me all this moan: —, 
They'd have me ſee by their blind Eyes, 
And Guite put out my own. 
They have a way to faſt and pray, 
Thy Word doth not allow : 
And to their Modes of Worſhip falſe, 
- They'd have my Conſcience boy. 
The golden Image they ſer up, 
My Soul {hall not adore. 

The firy Furnance of their Wrath ; 
Ie bear, and help implore. 
Aw Ke, O Chriſt, and me aſſiſt, 
&nd keep wy heart within, 


 True's 
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; | HA þ 
"True to thy wig: thy Cauſe and thee, 
That nothing make me fin : 
I'd better anger Men and Devils, 
That's but 2 Creature wrath : 
Than by ſubmitting to theſe evils, 
Try what thine Anger hath. 


—_—_—_—— 


CANT. LE 6. 


—They made me keeper of the Vineyards — 
HYMN 14 


Riſe, O Lord, ſome help afford; 
To thee my * >oul doth moan : 
| 1 cannot hold, I muſt unfold 
My grief to thee alone. 
They've gotten Vineyards here and there, 
Exotick to thy Laws. 
Which by their force chey 1l make me keen, . 
From which my Soul withdraws. | 
|, E Their Figs are naught, their Grapes are (our, . 
Their Vintage 1s not good : 
Their Wine-prels is to preſs the Saints ; 
Their Liquor is their blood: 
| Head of the Church ! I pray thee let 
My heart be guided ſo, 
ay I may yet their anger get, 
And make them more my foe. 
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_ They've 


17 Þ 
; They've got a Vineyard ſtrange to thee, 
No Scripture-ruie muſt guide it 3 
And they'd have me their {lave to be : 
+ OTLord! Icant abide ir. 
; Be thou a keeper, Lord, to me, 
' AndTI! be none of theirs; 
And fortifie my heart within, 
| Fromall beſteging fears : 
| So will I Praiſe, and Trophies raiſe, 
' For my llinftrious King; 
And throw falſe Worthip out of doors, 
As an accurſed thing. 


—_— 


CANI 46 
. —PBut mine anwi#V ineyard I have not kept— 
3 
HY MN I 4+ 
Een, . 
I Las ! when I with them comply, 
our, + My Soul doth ſufter lofs : 


My Vine doth languith. and my Trees 
Are over-grown with Mols. 

.My Graces they feit a decay, 
My Plants began to ate ; 

My Conſcience bled, my Joys were fled 3 
O, what a Wretch was I ! 

Falſe Worlhip is a Canker-worm 3 

ey ve It poiſons a!l the Fruit: 


Unſcripture- 1 


And next to them, O !t my Soul, 
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( 26 ) 
Unſcripture-Modes are Locuſts ail; 
My Vineyard yet doth rue't: 
'T was never weil v itt me and mine, 
Since thee and thine I lighted ; 
For fear Of Man, from thee I ran ; 
O how | am venighted ! % 
Let thy Commands and La.vs, O Chriſt, 
My Vineyard be to me: | 


LE gr 7; mm 


"Fe" 


My other Vineyard be: 
And let it be my zieat imploy, 
To keep my Vi::eyards clean : 
So ſhall I reſt, and be poſe - i 
Of. Joys no Eye uath (een. 


_— 


CANT.-T 7. | ( 


Tell me ( O thon whom my ſoul loveth) when 
hou Jeearh', and where thou cauſeſt thy flock 1 
t0 reſt at n00n: for why ſhould I be as'0n 
that turneth aſide by the *flocks of thy compa” 


n1uns ? 


HYMN 16. 


Thou Beloved of my Soul ! 

Thou haſt a People free 

From all theſe mixtures, cleanſed pure : 
O tel] me where they be ! 


Tho 


| ( 19 ) 
Thou haſt thy Inſtitutions, 
' AndOrdinances pure ; 
Thou haſt thy Churches: Tellme when, 
: And where I may be lure. 
*Thou haſt Encloſares rich and far, 
* - Peculiar to thy Sheep ; '4< 
And dainty nour'ſhing Paſtures where 
Thou doſt them always keep. 
Thou in Communicn fold'it them'up, 
In Winter keep'ſt them dry ; 
Thou giv'it them ſhades from heat of Sun: 
O tell me where they lye ! 
For why ſhould I be led away 
By Creatures, 1n pretence; 
And Rarve my ſoul, miſled by ſach 
As come I know not whence ? 
O tell me then, and bring me where, - 
en, In this my greateſt need, 
10; T by Paſtures and thy Paſtors are ; 


on And Iwiththem will teed. 
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\ CANT. 1.S. 


If thou know ſt not ( O thou faireſt among W, 
men _ go thy ways forth by the footſteps of th 
Flocks, and feed thy Kids befiae the * 
herds Tents. 


HYMN 17. 


Thou my faire} one ! 
(Thus my Beloved {pake) 
If thou would'(t know what thou muſt do, 
And with my Saints partake. 
O up to yonder Mount, 
Thence look, and thou ſhalt ſpy, | 
Clear as the Sun, what muſt be done, 
Preſented to thine Eye : 
Seeſt thou them tolded Flocks, ; 
Whoſe heart tne Spirit ties - 
Whom Goſpel Order calls into 
Diſtinct Societies ? 
Seeſt thou the Fields, where they 1 
Enjoy their heavenly feed ? 
The Shepherds fland At my command, 
To guide them at their need. 


E Their AT:gna Charta is 7 | 


My Word ; my Law their Guide : 


) 
| (21) 
——D follow them that follow me, 
Their foot (hall never flide : 
There go, and joyn thy ſelf; 
» WW, Thy Soul there teed and feaſt ; 
"of iF01low their ſteps ro Paſtors Tents, 
Sh, And there thy Soulhall reſt. 


0 
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CANT L 9. 


"ave compared thee, O my Love, to a company 
6 of Horſes in Pharoah's Chariets, 


do, HYMN 18. 


Y Church ! my Love! T1] now begins 
T”exprets the Joy that I am in, 
And {ing thy Praiſe, as thou doſt mine, 
And tell tne World why I am thine. 
've made thee fair, there's no compare 3 
.No worldly thing is ſuch co me : 
King Ph-v4's Chariot-horſes were 
A comely (12ht, bur not like thee. 
Vhen I behold their beauty, and 
Coupled in order as they ftand ; 
I more admire and praiſe thoſe Unions, 
My Churches have in their Communions: 
Vere Pharoah's trappings bols:d with Gold, 
© AS if they would outthine the Sun? 
Much. 
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( 22 ) 
Much more the pollith of thy Grace 
Shines; that my heart is overcome. 

Did Pharoah's Horles prance along, 
And gladly draw his Charets on ?* 
Such Service from thee I have found, | 
As it thou did{t not feel the ground. 

As Pharoab's Charets aid exceed; 

The beit in all the World they be: 
Such is my Love, ſuch is my Dove, 
The beſt in all the World to me. 


CANE 1. 26; - 
Thy Cheeks are coreily wit'h Rows of Jewels, thy 
neck, With chains of Gold, A 


HYMN I9. 


T7 Hen Princes Daughters, in whoſe Vei# 


Y 


The Royal Blood doth run : 


. 
- 


Stand richly areſlt in ail their beſt, 


By Art that can be cone : 
My Church ! thy beauty far exc£ecs, 


' "Thy Glory far excels: F 
My Love ! thou'rt fairer than them all; | 
In thee ail beauty dwells. [' 


When rows of Jewels beautifce 
Their face, and cheeks adorn, 


Co) 
To make them fair in Princes Eye, 
And welcome as the Morn. 
The Graces of my Church ſhine forth 
More luſtr'ous, tho but ſmall : 
Methinks I ſee wy Giory ſhine 
Upon their faces all. 
When chains of Gold, the necks enrich, 
Of mortal Beauties here :* 
It draw their Eyes, who are not w: 
And leads them to 2 ſnare : 
Bur happy they that can be caugl:* 
With S70z's Beauty ſo: 
And fall in Love, as 1 have done 
th V1th Saints, and what they do. 


oP 
"I 
anwy 


—_ 


_—— —_ 


CANT. LIE, 


V eine will make the borders of Cold, with ffuds - 
of Silver, 


H T MI N 20, 


WV 7FE, Fat! ier, SON and Holy Glioit, 
Will all in one conlpire ; 
To ſtud the Glory of thy face, 
And make thee All Detire. 
1] ro my Father tor | [UPPLIES, 
- 7]. And largely hel diſpenſe: 


I'll 


" Ld 


| (24) 
- Vie to the Holy Ghoſt allo, 
- * And fetch thee Riches thence, 
= Thou ſhalt partake of all my ſtores, 
| My Heart, my Blood, and Me; 
If what's in Heaven, or Earth can do' kb, 
We'l give it all to thee, 
We'l wich moſt glorious Ornaments, 
Polliſh thac heart of thine : 
Borders of Gold, and Silver ſtuds, 
Shall make thy Glory thine : 
When all is done, *tis all too ſmall 
_ APreſent for my Love : 
T'le give my ſelf away allo, 
j And thou thalc live above 
 Allthings bur me; forTle be Gold, 
Jewels, and every thing, 
And thou ſhalt live upon my ſores, 
And loud my Praiſes ting. 
And then will we rejoyce in thee, 
When we have made thee thus : 
Then ſin no more, ( as did before ) 
Shall break *twixt thee and us : I 
My Soul admire this fervent Fire : 
Such Love no Tongue can tell - (bought 
' Who could have thought chat Chr iſt thu 
Should Love his Church ſo well / 


CAN] 
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GANT. + kk 


| While the King ſitteth at the _, my ""Y 
ward _ forth the ſmell thereof- 


HYMN 21. 


; HY rich and dainty is the fare, 
; My blefled Love, and Lover dear, 
Provides for his beyond compare, 
And feaſts them with his heavenly chaw'? 
The Cloath is lay'd, the Table ſpread, 
The Dainties are his Eleth and Blood : 
The welcome Gueſts are richly fed, 
And He himſelf becomes their Food. 
His Preſence graces all the Feaſt ; 
His ſmile inake welcome every Gueſt : 
He fits at Table with them, where 
- His Saints are glad to meet Him there. 
His preſence draws their Graces forth, 
Faith, Love, Joy, Patience, and the reſt; 
ought The ſmell whereof is better worth, 
it tha Than Spi :kenard Oyntments at the beſt. 
Thus Gardens yield their (weeteſt {melis, 
When Rain and Sun extract them forth, 
Thus in his preſence man excels, . 
\ N]. Who's inhis abience little worth. 


**L 28} 
My Soul! thy King at Table fits ; 

Now let thy Spikenard-Graces lend 

1 M 'The {weet perfumes, and pleaſant ſents 
q | Into his Noſtrils largely ſend. 


AR 


CANT. I 13. 


A bunale of Myrrh is my Well- beloved to me ; 
he ſhall lie all night between my breaſts. 


HY M,N 22, 


TE me no more, you Sons of Arr, 
S You Students in the Caſe, 
2 { What 'tis will eaſea Sick mans heart, 
tj. * And all his Grief diſplace : | 
| Jeſus, when he doth pleaſe to be 
Refreſhing from above; 
How he tranſports me ! O I feel 
My ſelf all Fire and Love. 
The holv Oyl was made of Myrrh : I 
O Chriſt anoint me ſo : 
Thy Body was embalm'd with Myrrh : 
Chriſt embalm me too ! 
At: make me fweer, that I inay greet a 
| A never d\' ing Reſt, 
08 An: linell of thee, as if poſſeſt, 
E (| With Myrrb upon my breaſt ! 


| Thett 
p 


\ . | 
| CAET. 
There 15 a Night of Darkneſs, when 
This Myrrh 1s cordial :* 
A Night of great Aﬀiction, then 
his Myrrh is all in all: - 
 Olethim lie between my breaſts, 
= And with his Love perfume me, 
And yield his heart-reviving Art, 
This Night will elſe conſume me. 


— 


CANT. EL 14 


Ay Beloved 1s wnto me as a cluſter: of Cams 
 phire in the Vineyards of Engedi. 


HYMN 22. 


Me! to me! what comfort were't, 
Or what refreſhment could I ſee, 
If he were (weet to all the World, 
And werenot allo {x eet to ms ? 
T1] fing my Well beloved's Ptaiſe, 
And ſpeak why he hath beca to me: 
Engedi's Aromatick Vizes, 
Have never been {© 1veet as He. 
Cluſters of Balſam Camphire were, 
Inthole ſaine Vineyards paſt compare : 
Yet none fo {iveet; yet none (© rare, 
As my Beloyed's Odors are. = 
Theri C 2 How 3 


© 28 
[| How ſweet was Chriſt upon the Crofs, 
Making Atonement for my Sin ? 
Or elſe my Life had been my loſs: 
What a ſad caſe had I been 1n'! 
How ſweet was he within the Grave ? 
- Himſelf, not ſpices made him fo : 
How {weet a Bed ſhall I then have? 
When ſleep with Jeſus I ſhall go / 
Bleſt be the dav that ere I ſmelt, 
What ſweet in my Beloved was : 
Bleſt be the day that e're I felc, 
Thar {weetneſs my Beloved has; 
How {weet art thou in Heaven, where 
Angels and Saints perfumed are ? 
Amidſt that plenty grant there be, 
One cluſter, Lord, lay'd up for me. 


Tuan —- 


CANT. I. x5. 


Tizou art fair, my Love : bekold, thou art far, 
thou haſt doves eyes. | 


HYMN 24. 
Hou'rt fair, my Love! Lord, how can! 
Be fair, thus foul with Sin ! . 


Thou'rt fair, my Love: Lord, tell me why 
_ What tranſport art thou in ! 
I net 


a 


I neream fair, but when there are, 


Thou haſt Doves eyes ſo pure and chaſt : 


fair, 


Thou art my Love: Lord, can itbe, 


(29 ) 


Reflections from thy Grace | 
Darted upon me, from thy fair 
And moſt reſplendent Face.' 


When I deſerve thy fary, 

And highly merit, that thou me 
Snould'it in Oblivion bury! . 
Yet cauſe thy Love is like. thy ſelf, 

Too ceep for humane Eye : 
Thou lov'ſt,, becauſe thou lov'ſt me, Lox. 
I know no reaſon why - 


Thoſe Eye-beams draw my heart : 
In tears of godly ſorrow watht: 
They thine like Stars in dark : 


T.ord ! Ist becauſe they ſhall be (>, 
Whca Glury makes them bright ? 


Or, is't becauſe they ſhine below, 
With my Redeemers light 


« - 


Cz CANT. * 


( 30) 


CANT. I. 16. 


Behold, thou art fair, my Beloved, yea, plea-: 


fant, 


» HITMAN 35, 


$A N AY, thou art fair, my Love, not I- 

| Beanty keeps houſe in thee alone. 
There 1s no Sun, nor Moon, nor Stars, 
But thou arc All and every One. 

Away fond Pleaſures, fleeting Joys * 

* | Would I had never lov'd you ſo: 

Ell ws {miling, but beguiling Toys : 

« T3 've got a wound, and you my foe. 
- Come deareſt Lord ! © let me calite 

ti __ Of Pleaſures that are more Divine : 

For thoſe are gone, bur theſe will laſt 3 

FEM | With theſe refreſh this heart of mine. 

08 How pleaſant are thy ſmiles, when I 

= If Under the guilr of Sin do lie ! 

When I damnation every hour 

Expect, how pleaſant is thy pow'r ! 

How pleaſznt are thy ways to me ! 

Thine Ordinances all are o : . 

To Eat and Drink, and Feaſt with thee, 

There's no ſuch pleaſure I do know. . 

2W 


4 


lea-: 


| Tz haſt prepar'd a Bed of Love 3 - 


{oP 


Bu 


- When delights tranſport the Rich, 


34-3 
But O! when T ſhall come to cie, 
And ice thy. Face in endleſs blils, 
And thall embrace the Man himlſelt: 
There 15 no PJeature like to this. 


& —_ 5 a. 


CANT. 1-16. 


Our Bed 15 green, 


HYMN 26. 


"Tis richly furniſht with the beſt: 
Where thou and I eternally, 
Shall in each others Boſom reſt: 
_Our Bed is aiways green ; it knows 
No Winter blaits, nor no ſuch thing : 
It's always budding, fruitful grows: 
An ever, everlaſting Spring. 


And ſeem to court the Men of pleaſure: - 
They're wither'd {oon, and quickly gone, : - | 
And fall full (ſhort in weight and meaſure. 
Give me thole ſpiritual Joys, O Chriſt ! 
Whoſe colour green, will ever laſt : 
And think on me, while here I be, 
And ſend me now and then a taſte. 
My Soul revive ! comfort thy heart, 
"Midit all the troubles thou haſt ſeen: 
 ** YL Revive! 


( 32 ) 
Revive ! for tho the Stairs be dark, 
The Chamber's light, our Bed is Green: 

All Glory give to God above, 

And to.our Jeſus, God and Man : 
And to the Holy Ghof alſo, 
- With all che Strength and Praiſe we can. 


CANT. I. I7. 


Rafters of Fir, 
HYMN 27. 


I4; F Ome let us fing the Praiſe 
31. Of our eternal Houſe : 

34 Whoſe firm foundation is in Grace, 
Free Grace hath fram'd it thus : 
$8 1a Glory finiſhed, 

= Topſtone in Glory lay'd, 

S Rafters and Beams : eternal ſtreams 
$ | Of Love and Light diſplay'd : 
{$3 Come let us enter, Grace, 

1 And here together dwell ; 

38 T1ill1 providea berter place, 

+ Let's reſt usherea white. 

228 Burt, oh, that houſe above, 

k When thither we ſhall come 3 


ns , _ 


The beams of our Honſe are Cedary and our * 


A Þ” 


S: 52 


It's built {o ſure, it ſhall endure 
An everlaſting home; 

Wilt thou accept, O Chriſt ! 
Of (ucha one as I ? 

PoorT! to take a Leaſe of ho | 
For all Eternity ? 

Wilt thou accept, ſaid he, ' 
Of ſuch a one as 1, 

That muſt thy ſinful will controul > -- 
Come then 'we both comply. - 


. 


Fins Cap. 1. Deo Haus. 


CANT. II. 1-: 


| 1 am the Rofr of Sharon, and the Lilly of the © 
LV allies. 
. 


HY MN-28. 


| CH the Garden of the World, 
| The Pride of Paleſtine; 
| Whoſe natural ſoy] more glory bore, 


Then So!'z0n could rettgn. 
C5 Could * 


_”” "3 
Could nee —_ ſo ſweet a Roſe, 
As I will be to thee: 


So fair a Lilly never grew : 
Sharon muſt ſtoop to me. 


« 


als © 


38 My Church, I praiſe my ſelf ; not Pride. 
-j . But hope of Cuſtome makes me : 
L Who'l have a Roſe? a Lilly, who ? 
. Where is the Soul that takes me * 
'$ Upon the Croſs I was diſtill'd : 
'T& Cometaſte in diſtillation 
"4 # The ſweetneſs of the abſent Roſe, 
18 By Faith and Acceptation. 
3 Thou art my Roſe, my Souls repoſe ; 
S O let me never be, 
438 My deareſt Lord, a Thorn to thee, 
{8 Thatarta Roſe to me. 

-Þ& Thou art the Lilly of the Vale, 

S A matchleſs Purity. 

F: Let me be gather'd by thy Hand, 

Y And in thy Boſome !ye. 

% 1 
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CANT. IL 2. 


As the Lilly among the Thorns, fo is my Love & - 
mong the Daughters, 


HYMN 29. 


Y Church ! my Love ! thou art to me; 
A pleaſant Lilly, pure and white: _ | 
The Dauzhrers all, compar'd to thee, 
Are Thorns and Briars in my fight. 


| "Tistheel prize, and fingly place 


My heart upon thy ſelf aione : 
Falſe Creatures, tho I have their face. 
Are pricking Briars every one. 

Take it not ill, my Love, from me, 
That T have plac'd thy dwelling fo, 
Incompaſs'd round where En'mies be : 
As mid'ſ the thorns the:Lillies grow. 

111 make thefe thorns preſerve thee ſafe; 
And keep thee from a worſer foe : 

O, they thall ſave thee from the bite, 
Of that devouring Beaſt below. 

They ſhall fence out both Sig and Hell, _ 
Let out Corruption, flay thy Pride : 
So near thee they ſhould never dwell, 
But for advantage onthy ge. | 

Now *-: 


« 


i. | 
4 
: 


j , 


*2 
;: 
: 


UT 
Now bleſſed Jeſus, grant me this, 
Thar I may ſuch a Lilly be, 
And let theſe Thorns and Briars be 
A Preſervation unto me. 


CANT. II 3. 


As the Apple-Tree among the Trees of the Wood, | 


fo is my Beloved among the Sons 
HY MN 30. 


Hou art to me an Apple-Tree, 
My God, for fruit and ſhade : 
An Apple-Tree thou art to me : 
Thy fruit will never fade. 
Trees of the Wood are not ſo good, 
Their fruits are none, or ſour : 


* An harbour they for Birds of prey, 


" That wil] the fruit devour. 
Better than all tlie Sons thou art, 
Haſt been, and ever thail.: 


"The Angels are the Sons of God, 


Buc thou excell't them all. 
The Saints are Sons of great delight, 


" Adoption makes them (o : | 
{ Bur Son of God, and Son of Light ! 


There's no ſuch Son below. 


CHEF —-:; 

The firſt-born Son, is Mother's dear; 
Her Life wrapt up in his : 

But not a Son can come ſo near 

| My heart, as Jeſus 1s. * 

| O! let this Apple-Tree, my Lord,. 
 . Within my Orchard be: 

Propriety makes all things ſweet, 
Or elſe no {weet to me. 


—_——— 
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CANT. Il. 3. 
—1 fate under his ſhadow with great delight — 


H YMN 31, 


| | Or as the ſhadow frem the hear, 
| Protects and*cools the panting Neet ; 
| So doth my Soul to covert file ; 

| Under thy wings, O Chriſt ! to lie. 

| Should'ſt thou let fall chy brighteſt Rays, 

\ Tr would conſume my Life and Days: 

I cannot ſee thy Glory yet; 

Thy ſhadow will me better fic. 

| How glorious are thy Saints above, 

That ſee thy Face in pureſt Love ! 

{| When luch delights thy ſhadow can, 

| Contribute to me, ſinful man > 

{ My Soul !. when he is ſhadow'd forth, 

1n Sacramental ſhads»to thee ; 


: (38 ) 
"Tis but the Picture of his worth ; 


Bur what he is, thou doſt not lee. 
O, then fit under theſe ſweet ſhades, 


And often guidgethy footfteps thither : 


T1l! wealcend to brighter glades ; 
In ſhadows let's fit down together. 

Pe quiet, chovghts thou irkfom Fleſh ; 
Would thou wert crucifid to me / 
To fee no fighs, raft no Ceights, | 
Nor know no earthly thing but thee. 


CANT. 4.3 


HYMN 14. 


HE bitter tree, the Croſs, 
Bore him that bore the fruit; 
- The choiceſt Fruit that ev Er Was, 
isFather call'd him to't. 
There Pardons grew, and Peace 
With God, with Man, within: . 
A Fruit that did tranſcend by far 
The curſed fruit of Sin, 
Syeet plezſ{ure 1s but pain 3 
Sweet profits are deceit : 
The beſt of all the. World, at beſt, 
Is but a ſubtil cheats-. 


And bis fruit was ſweet unto my tajte. - 


He, 


ey 


ON 2” Rr -> Rn 


Ot of EI 


To) 
He, he's the fruitful tree, 
His fruits all pleaſant be. 
No Toys or Toys that e're I found, 
Are half fo: {weet as he. 
Here I may £111 my. heart: | 
O, let mehavea taſte : 
My Chriſt, my Fruit, thou only arr, 
As long as Life ſhall laſt. 
As thou bear'ſt fruit for me, 
Let me bear Fruit to thee : 
Do thou incline ihis heart of mine, 
Thar All-divine it be. 


ve at my _—_—  —— + A. et a La —_— cc 
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CANT: I. 4 


Ke orought me to the bangueting houſe o— 


\X/ Onder of Mercy ! now I ſee, 
And have great cauſe to think upon, 
What Grece is, when it will be free, 
And puts its Royal cloathing on, 
I that deferv'd to ſtand at Door, 
And take my Anſwer og my Knee ; 


Tnto the Houſe of all his Store, 


Himſelf vouchſetes to carry me. 
O, the rich welcome thathe gave 3 
My thirſty Soul at fir{t approach ! 


He 


® - 4 


( 40 ) 
He brought me Sweet-meats out himſelf, 
-- And ethis choiceſt Wine abroach : 
Into his bouſe of Wine he brings me, 
Leading me kindly, hand in hand, 
And, ſmiling, bids me paſs the doors, 
Where all his richeſt Treaſures ſtand. 
Himſelf the Houſe and Banquet is : 
His Preſence with me, is a Feaſt : 
His ſmiles are Sweer-meats, all of his, 
Is all in all, ro every Guelt. 
My Soul get off this dung-hill World, 
Strive to aſcend the bleſſed Mount: 
| No Treats but theſe, will ever pleaſe, 
Or turn to any good account. 


A—— ——_ 


|. CANT. IL. 4. 


w—— 7; Banner over me was Loves 


- HYMN 34 


Yd if | WHat Victories'T ever got, 
NE What Luſts I've overcome: 
To my own ſtrength aſcribe 1 not, 
But to his Grace alone : | 
_ My Banner was his Love to me, 
All my ſucceſs was his: 
His Standard call'd me forth, and he 
My ſtrength and ſefety is. 


- 
| : ( 41 ) 
Do but, O Chriſt ! O do but ſay, 

Thou lov'ſt me; that's enough: 
Love is all V Veapons of array ; 
| Love Armour 1s of proof: 
| Love me, my God, I need no more : 
| My God, I ask no more: 

' T periſh if thou lov'ſt me nor, 

' The Battel is fo fore. 

| Here's Sin, the World, the Devil and Death, 

| Combind tobring me low: 

| Im almoſt beaten out of Breath, 

| (Somehelp!) they vex me ſo-: 

; O! do butlove me, and I ſhall 

Banners of Love diſplay, | 

— | Will break their hearts, and rout them all, 
And Victor get the day. 
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CANT. ll.s. 


I 
Stay me with Flaggons : Comfort me with Apples : 
for 1 am ſick of Love. | 


OHIMNSg 
O What redundant Love is this! (banks! - 


What flowing ttreams break dowa the 

! More than enough, O Lord! it is3 

3, Love me but lefs, I'll give thee thanks. | 
| Here's 
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( 42 ) 


Here's Love beyond all bounds and meaſure, 
So free, ſ{o'tull, ſo large, ſo quick : 

\ *Tis ſtrange to ſee {o vaſt a Treaſure, 
Love made me well. and makes me ficl. 
But fick for more, and fick to ſee, (flow; 

The Fountain whence theſe ſtreams do! 
Yet ſick for more, and fick to be ; 
In place where this vaſt Love doth grow. | 
Stay me with Flaggons of that Wine, | 
Was preſ} out of thy ſelf, the Vine: | 
Thy Blood, O Chriſt! will lay the Fire; 
That burns in. me, fick with defire. S 
O! let the Apples of my Love, 
Cool Fires in my Love-fick heart : | 
T1!l I below, and thou above, l 
Shall meet art laſt, and never part. 
Till Tam ſick, I am not well : 
O that I had tizis {ickneis Lord ! | 
Such Joy doth in Love-ſickneſ(s dwell, 
Such as my health could ne're afford. 
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(43) 


| 
1 CANT. II. 6 
ml 


Wil His left hand us under my head, and hi right 
av! hand doth embrace me. 


wa HY MN 36: 
: Y aking head and heart, 
6, Thou haſt a hand to ſtay: 


Another hand that (tall impart, 
* Embraces all the day. 
: In both thy hands, O Chriſt ! 
| My fafety is ſecured : 
; Within the foldings of thy arms, 
' My Soul 66 ſafe immured. | 
| Caitles and Towers are 
| No ſafeguard in my caſe; 
- | Norall the Oceans Oaken walls, 
With me have any place : 
Only his circling Arms, 
; As with a wall of Fire ; 
| Defends me from the dreadful harms, 
Which Sin and Hell confpire: 
{ T1 Beſides the help that's in't ; 
| The Love that fireams this Way, 
; Conveys more Spirits to my heart, 
{ Than fear can take away. 


| ( 44) 

Ic is, O let it be, C 
The great ſupport I find; 

| _ Thar when I faint for want of thee, « 

( 


Thou have me in thy mind. 


CANT: UH: 7. | [I 


I charge you, O ye Daughters of Jeruſalem,! 4 
by the Roes and Hinds of the Field, that ” 
ſtir not up, nor awake my Love, until he: _ 
pleaſe. | 


HYMN 37. '7 


Let him take his reſt that hath 

Travell'd ſo long, fo far, ; 

To reſcue Souls from burning wrath 3 | 

O, make it all your care; 

You Daughters of Ferzſalem ; | P 

You that pretend to love him.. 

O, give him no diſturbance then, 

Nor to diſquiet move him. o@=_ 

I charge you by the Hinds and Roes 3 B 
Thoſe laving Creatures ſhall 

- Witneſs againſt you as your foes, 

And on you Vengeance call. | 

If you more bruitiſhthan the Beaſt, B 

That won't moleſt his Maſter, 

Shal; 

£ 


(4 2 


Shall by your Sin diſturb his reſt, 

And bring him to diſaſter. 
O Chriſt, my Love ! Give thou the charge; 
The houſe and all is thine : | 
. | O, takethe Keys and the walk at large, 
— Command whate're is mine. 

| I cannot bind them to the Peace, 

1 A weak and private man : 

Authority can make them ceale, 
ow. Let Sin do what it can. 
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CANT, II, 8. 


'T, he voice of my beloved | behold he comes te 4þ- 
ing upoa the Mountains, and kipping upon the 
Hills. 


uy 
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HYMN 38. 


I5 my beloveds Voice, I'm ſure, 
'Tis not a Stranger's fallacy : 
That breathech in the Word ſo pure, 

{ In whichllearn that he is nigh : 
Behold, I fee him coming, tho 
The Hills and Mountains of the Earth : 
The great Zanzumming Tyrants do 
| Oppoſe his Actions in their birth. 
Behold he comes, you Princes all, 
That haye oppos'd his Royal Will; 
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( 46.) 
You muſt expect a dreadful fall, 
- That Vengeance ſhould your boſoms fill. 


Leaping and skipping on the Ai! s, - 1 
Trainpling upon your gre:ce!: Pow'rs, 
Dancing with _ rabls Fills; 5. 07 


He'll pull down all your lofry Tow'rs : 


Behold he c Comes, you ſhall nor hinder, 4V 
No difficulty ſran4s hes him, | 
But he'll be ſure 5 tread it under, [T 
And ſhortly make -02r Crowns adore him. | 

Make haſte, my God. :nake no delay A 
Thy wal ing Spouſe hath long fat up; {: 
O! make thee wings, and come awayz !O 
Give Antichriſt her bitter Cup. | 

A, 

5 
CANT. Il. 9. E 
Ay Beloved 1s like a Roe, or young Hart——— 
HYMN 39g. He 
FM 
My Beloved Lora! ] 
To me thy Grace afford: 
The flames of thy ſweet Love to me. 
Kindle my Love to thee. 


Give me but leave to love thee, 
That art fo much above me : 

Ler me bold to let thee know, 

To thee my {elf I owe. 


(47 ) 
My God, my heart is thine; | 
. Tis thine, 1t 15 not mine - =, 
Let me bur love. and call thee ſo; 
It's all che bliis I know. 
-t Thou art a pleaſant Roe, 
| Hunted to Death below ; 
V hoſe Fleſh and Blood for Sinners need, 
{ Is Mearand Drink indeed: 
[Thou art a loving Hart, 
| Killd with a murd'ring dart, 
{A murd'ring dart that drew a flood, 
! Of dear and precious blood : h 
'O, ler that Blood me purge, 
' From Suns, Fiith, Guilt, and Scourge, 
And let that broken Fleth me Feaſt, 
—| TuUII with thee ſhall reſt. | 


oY 
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= 
L - CANT. II. g. 

He ftandeth behind our wall, he looks forth out at 
the windows, he ſhews himſelf throngh the 
| lattices, . 


HYMN 4&4. 


E (hews himſelf in cloudy gleams, 
Ovicure and Window-Viſfions : 
Glimpſes of Love, and twilight beams, 

' Anddark Illuminations: 
Ay Why 


( 48 ) 

Why doth my Love immure his Face, | 
And ſhrow'd himſelf behind our Wall ? 
The Latrices Eclipſe his Grace, 

And Windows interrupt his call : 

Is it becauſe the vifive Powers | 
Of Mortals can't endure his fight, 
Or to diftinguith theſe dark hours, ſ. 
From thoſe that ſhine in perfect light ? 

What ere it be, *tis juſt that he 
Should now and then withdraw his Face: 
And 'ris rich Grace to let me ſee, 

The feaſt glance in the darkeſt place. 

Behind our Wall, is not ſo far, | 
That [| ſhould chink him wholly gone : |! - 
Thelie Lattices and Windows are | 


EIA . - 


Helps to difcern he'l come anon, . « |» 
A cleareri{ight, O, that | could 
Obrain ! a {1ght that doth exce] : A 


There is no fear that ere I ſhould 
Adgmire to0 much, or Love roo well. R 
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CANT: II 10. 6 
| My beloved ſpake, and ſaid unto me, Riſe up, E 


4 


| my love, my fair one, and come away, 
HYMN 4r. 


\W Hoſe is this rouſing Voice, I hear, 
{ TT. That breaths'ſo ſweet an Air, 
Through Walls and Latrices ? ſo dear, 
So raviſhing. ſo rare ! 
| *'Tis my Beloved's voice, I know, 
{ -That Courts my drouſie mind : 
| That bids me riſe from things below, 
| Andleave my ſelf behind. 
Ariſe, my Love, and come away, 
| | Rouſefrom thy Morning-ſleep : A 
Riſe up, my fair One, no delay ; - * TM 
Tho lock't in Slumbers deep. | 
My God, I come, 1 find no reſt, 
| No Bed of Eaſe, but thee: 
The preſent World is at the beſt, 
. A Bedof Thorns to me. A 
My God, I come ; bur oh, how loath ! 3 


F 
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I've drunk aſleeping Cup : . pe be 
And aps dulneſs/ O che (bark! . 1: 
| DearJelus belp me up : 

A D Then 3 


( 50*) 
| "Then will I come away, and leave 

My Sins and Fears behind me : 
Farewel vain Pleaſures, let me go, 
| N | Andlet my Jeſus find me. 


For lo, the Winter is paſt, the Rain 1s over and 
i 07. i 
q- Ver. 12, The time of ft nging of Biras 1s come, | 
| thevoice of the Turtle is heard in our land. | 
| Ver. 13. The fig-tree putteth forth her green® 
Figs, and the Vines with the tender Grapes 
give a good ſmell. Ariſe, my love, my fair 
one, and come away, | 
F 


HY MN 42. | 
| | 


BEE ye people of the Lords, [ , 

There is aglorious day ; - þ 

There is a day. will break your Cords, 
And fright your Fears away : 

The Winter blaſt is almoſt paſt ; | 
Farewel the Rainand Hood : | 


a LS ra a oh I 


F 
4 'Now Antichriſt no more ſhall taſte 
% The weet of. Martyrs blood. 


- There c 2 Church-reviving $ 
2 The Flows *dorn the Earth: wo 


> % 


C3 
} The Turtles with the Birds do fing ; 
All hearts are full of mirth: 
A time when every Tree ſhalt yield, FE 
| A pleaſant fruit to God: 3 
| And all the Creftures of the Field, q 
* Shall feel no more his Rod. 
' Riſe then, my Love, and come away, 
| Stand ready for the time : 
n@ | Prepare thee, for this long'd for day, 
| And letit find theemine. 
"0% Awake! behold, I'm at the door, 
+ Let menot find theeſleeping: 
een My Spirit 1s up, T1 quickly pur 
p55; Anendto all thy weeping. 
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CANT. IL 14. 


'O my Dove ! that art in the clefts of the rocks, 
t 3#n the ſecret places of the ſtairs: let me hear 
| thyvoice, for ſweet is thy voice, and thy conn- 
| renance 1s comtely. 
7 


HYMN as © E | 


Y mournful, chaſt and harmleſs Dove, © | 
My Spouſe thou art, and theel love: 7 | 
z3 | Ive hidtheein che craggy Rock, A 
.* Asif ſecurd by Key and Lock. 
The D 2 
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Wil The clefts and rendings of my Side, 
3 8% Op'ned a paſſage to my Heart, 
. © And there nyy Dove ſhall ſafe abide, 
18% And thou and I will never part : 
© The Hawks, and other FowlTÞ of prey ;: 
F The Winter Storms of Perſecution, 


EO, letme hear thy Voice, my Dear, 
| Thobrokeand inarticulate : 
 - 'Thy Nonſenſe 11! be glad to hear, 
$8 . And prize the Pray'r which thou doſt hate. 
$8 O, ler me fee thee now and then, 
| That ſees thee always from my place. 
Prefesr thy ſelf once and agen; 
- It's joy tometo {ſee thy Face. 
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1 A render Grape that can't eſcape 
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CANT. UI. 15. 


Take 1 the: Foxes, the little Foxes that ſpoil the * 
wines, for our vines have tender grapes. E 


HYMN 44 3 


Ake us the ſubtil Foxes, Lord, 
They are too wile for us to take : 
They ſpoil thy holy places, and 
Intrenching there their Burrows make. 

They bark and peil the fruitful Vines: 
O tender thou the tender Grapes : 
Surround them by thy wakeful pow'r 
Till it be ſaid, not one eſcapes. 

Let them be taken in their craft, 3 
Thou in the 'Trenches dig their Graves;. - 
Pluck off their Foxes skin, and drown ©: 
Their Carcafles in wrathful Waves. 4 

Ler all che World ſee what they are, 

Let them not cheat thy Churches more :. 
Entrap them in the traps they lay; 
And lay their Sin at their own door. 

Blefled Redeemer keep my.Soul ; 

A weak and tender Grape am I, 


| A little Foxes ſubtilty. 
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D;3 Preſerves 
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E Preſerve thy Church, and her defend, 
” From Lions teeth, and Foxes wiles : 
So will we {ing to our great King, ( ſmiles. 
When thou th alt bleſs our Cheeks with 


_— 


j CANT. IL 16.- 


* My beloved is mine, and 1 am his : 
among the Liies. 


HYMN A5. 


Bleſſed day, thatT can ſay, 
J | My jeſus, thou art mine : 
E O bleſled day, that I can ſay, 
 MyJeſns, i am thine ! * 
My Chriſt is mine by deed of gift, 
F And that's atitle good : 
- And I am his by purchaſe right, 
- .Hebought me with his Blood. 
| Vie have te other Love bur he, 

I ike my choice fo well : 
* He'! have no other Spouſe but me 3 
> Together let us dwell : 
E He feeds among the Lillies white ; 
There he doth moſt frequent : 
> Amcngft his Saints, all his delight 
&+ Is plac to his content, 


- 0 


he feeds | 
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2 
Their 
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| A Banquetto him, and their Faith 


| \\ Hy ſtays the lingring Day ? 
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Their Graces are his ſweet repaſt, 
Their Pray'rs and Praiſes are 


His moſt delicious Fare- _ 
Oler but me, and this Church be 

A Field of Lillies, where - A 
My Chriſt may feaſt, what likes him beſt, . -M 

Upon his ſent-in chear, C | 
| 


oy 


CANT. I. x7; 


Until the day break, and the ſhadows flee a- -þ 
way: turn my beloved, and be like the Roe, © 
or the young Hart upou the Mountains of 

| Bether. 1 


HY MN 46. 


What ails the Morning light, 

Tolye a Bed fo long, while I 

Am longing for its ſight ? 
There 1s a Nuptial-day 

Shall perfect all ere long - 
When all the thades ſhall flee away, 

And ail the Saints ſhall throng 
Into the Bridal room, 

And coaleſce in one : 


D a. 
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F "(56) 
| One Heart, one Spouſe, to Chriſt alone, - 
F Madelo by cr ns | 
* A-bright and glorious day, 
| 2 No clouds ſhall hide the Sun : 
© And univerſal Joy ſhall raiſe 
q The heart of every one. 
E "The glorious Angels ſhall 
. Theſe Nuptials celebrate, 
And gladly ſound their Trumpets round, 
F. Ata Triumphant rate. 
Til] then, prote&t me Lord, 
And turn thy ſteps to me : 
- O haſten, haſten, all thou canſt ; 
' Delays Diſtractions be: 
-'O, be thou like the Roe, 
With w inged ſpeed make haſte, 
- Oras a Hart that runs apart, 
- On Bethers Mountains fait. 


Fins Cap. 2. Tran gratias. 
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= CANT. Il. r. i 
' By night on my Bed I ſought him whom my + 
t Soul loveth : I ſought mim, but 1 found him 
4 not 


HYMN 47. 


: M* God ! I love thee with my Soul, 
:  Andyet I liein Bed; 
* Tho' thou art mine, and I am thine, 
My heart is almoſt dead. 
Such drowlte damps o'recaſt my Joys 3 
I ſeek thee half aſleep: 
And now I cannot hear thy Voice. ' 
T only ſigh and weep. 
] ſeek thee, bur I find thee not : | 
My Lord, where art thou gone ? k 
Into whac Covert art thou gor, ; 
And leav'it me here alone > 
A flothful Syitor I have been ; 
It prompts me to conclude : 
} My Chriſt won't hamour drowſineſs, 
' _ Nor mind dull Solicude: Y 
| Wake me, my God, with Voice and Rod. ©: 
O! roufe my drouſte:Senfes : - 
Let me not lie, and fleeping die, | 
Or idly make pretences. | I 
Ds My 3 
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py > ; ; ( 58 ) o ; 
# My Soul awake, and riſe, and ſhake 
TT This duinels off : for why ? 

> If thou wilt vainly live to fleep, 
* Then muſt thou ſleeping die: 
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CANT. BE * 


» 0 OE 


1 will ariſe now. and go about the City, in the | 
Preets and in the brozd ways : - 1 will ſeth; 
him whom my Soul loves : 1 ſought him, but , 


1 found him not. B 
3 HYMN 45. | | 
I I vain do I divert my ſel 
: And think the World ſhall eaſe me: | 


; And roul my ſelf in earthly Pelf, 
: And in its Pleaſures pleaſe me. 


4 In the broad ways and City-ſtreets ; Fa 
| A Chriſt is rarely found : + 
& A Soul diſtreſt, he ſe]dom greets Bs 


Upon ſuch dirty ground. | 
| Thov'aſt left this wicked World long ſince: | ! 
” O! Chriſt thou art not there : 


” O! let me get out from hence, | 4 
” And (eek fome other where. | 
+. Be gone, vain Pleaſures, empty Toys, £8 
You pleaſe, yet vex me lore : Ti 
ou } 


\ -—f 
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. TI rhought I might enjoy his Light, 


\ The Earth, the Seas, the Heavens and you; f\ F 


| Tell me, Q.tell me, where he is, 
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You _— my ſp ritual Joys: - 
_— ove you more. 
I in v2in, my Chrilt co gain 3 
He duelis in other piaces : 
You're all my hindrance, and my {ins 
il neve*- lee your Faces. 


In midit of worldly Pleaiure: 
But I have found the World abound 
With no ſuch bleſſed Treaſure. 


 ————_———_—_— 


 CANT.IIL 3. E. 
The Watchmen that go about the City, arms. 


me: to whom I ſaid, Saw ye not him whom -: 
my Soul loveth ? 


HYMN 49. 


OU ſpiritual Warchmen at the Gate::;- 
O you whoſe Office 'ris 
To pity my diltref{cd State, 
And teil me where he is: 3 
He whom my Joul loves; you know vho,>, ': 
I faall not need to name : | 


Are filled with his Fame. 


If it be known to you: _ 
Hei a 


_ ( 6d) 7 
| | Hei is my only Joy, and Bliſs, 
IF My Life and Heaven too? wy 
© If I can't find him, I muſt die, 
| I What is this Life to me ? | 
> If he abtert, my Soul is ſpent : 
k . O! el] me where is he: 
* He that my Sin hath griev'd away, 

| Whole abſence now I moan, 
© That ſhed his Blood for my Soul's g 
E O! w hither is he gone e 

© What ! cai'c you anſwer? are you ſuch 
- Watchmen chat cannot ſee ? 
| Or want you pow'r in this dark hour, 

To bring wy Lord to me? 


CANT. III 4 


T7 was but a little that I, paſſed from them, but 
E.* I found him whom my Soul loveth: I held 


brought him into my Mothers houſe, and into 
the Chamber of her that conceived me, 


HYMN 50. 


Y Soul ! if thou a Chriſt would'ft find, 
L In 2:diftreſſed gloomy day ; 

- Unto the Shepherds bend > wag miad, 

| And they'll inſtruct thee in the way. 


 bim, and would not let him go, until 1 had' | 
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No ſooner parted from them, when 
' Tfound my Joy, my Souls delight : . 
| My heart did dance within me then, 
 - AndI wasraviih'd with bis fight. 
' I found my Jefus 3 let me come, _ | 
! Andhim embrace with both theſe Arms : 
That like the riſing of the Sun, 
' Did rid my Soul of Midnight harms. 
! My Soul! now hold him faſt, and don't 
Diſturb h1s-quiet any more 3 
'Thy life and happ'neſs lies upon't : 
| A ftreth departure will be ſore : 
T1] bring him to my Mothers houſe, 
There's Souls to ſave, as well as mine: 
P1I feaſt him there, with all that's rare, 
> And give him moſt delicious Wine. 
The Wine that makes his heart full glad, 
Is when he taſtes the Loves of choſe 
Thar once were Rebels, or as bad, 
That are his Friends, and were his Foes: -- 
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CANT. II. 5. 


I charge yon, O ye Danghrers of Teruſalem. by 
the Foes, and by the Hinds, that ve ſtir not \ 


up, nor awake my Beloved, till he pleaſe. | 

; 

2 WV Hat pity "tis that ſuch a Gueſt, — |} 
Whole Eflence 1s all Love: TT 

Should be diſturbed in his ret, | 
And forc'd to inake remove. | 

You Members of his Churches all, | 


k Would I couid charm you fo; 
By Roes and Hinds, ro fill che Winas, 
 ._ And make no noiſe below. 
E He gave merelt the other day, 
t When | was almoſt dead 
> Witch frights and fears, and drown'd in tears, 
* Helifted up my head. 

I never met wich Joy till then, 
> Nor never knew a day, 
= Nor {aw a Sun cill he was come, 
E To fright my Fears away. 
:- Contentments ! there are no ſuch things, 
E There 1s no Sun-thine weather : 
E No hapyine(s, but that which brings 
” Chriſt and my Sou! together. | 
þ Þis 
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This bleſſed Peace he gave us, 
And freely give him reſt for reſt, 
As our dear Lord wonld have us. 


| nt HET TR 


CANT. II. 6. 


Who us this that cometh out of the Wilderneſs 
like Pillars of Smoke, perfumed with Myrrh 
and Frankincenſe, with all. Powders of the 
Herchant ? | 


HYMN 52. 


[ Heard him ſpeak his Love to Saints, 
That were out of defertion creeping : 
Arabian Delerts ſpicy fumes, 
Nere {melt fo {rreet,as ſmoke of weeping; 
Who's this ! what glorious Perſon's this, 
That takes this (oiitary path; 
That fears no way, nor Beaſts of prey 
Of Deſert-frights, no terror hath ? | 
But through all theſe dangers dares 
To come to a deſpiſed Jeſus, 
And warily ſcapes the Deſert-ſaares, (us. 


And crys, There's noihing elſe will pleate + 


: Y 


Itis my Church; to we ihe ſeems, 
Like to ſome-{moky Pillar, which 
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Fir'd by the Holy SWirit means 

: To ſoar aloft an heav'nly pitch. 
” She's in my Noftrils {weet perfume; 
” The Merchant-Poivders worthleſs be: | 
The Myrrh, the Frankincenſe may ſoon * . 
> Their Odors loſe, bur never ſhe : ; 
- Her Gifts and Graces, Pray'rs and Tears, # 
4 Her Faith and Patience, Joy and Fears, ' 
” _ Her Up's and Down's, her Sighs 8& Groans, } 
E : Like bruiſed Myrrh, perfume the Air. |. 


IEP - OTE. 


” Come forward then with winged pace, F 
” And leave this Wilderneſs behind: _ P 
 Thenearer me, the {weeter place ; D 
Be thou bur loyal, 111 be kind. b 
CANT. lII. 7. 'F 
Behold his Bed, which i Solomon's. threeſcore} 
valiant Men are about it, of the Valiants of -- 
Iſrael. . 
HYMN 53. T 


E I! Ing Solomon's Bed, that guarded was 
E With chreeſcore Men of Might, | 
& Vhoſe Weapons breathed Fire to thoſe, | 
That walk'd him in the Night; 
| Types out che Royal Guards, that tend. / 
> His Throneand Diadem : 
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Numberleſs Angels guarded him; 
| That guards himſelf and them : 
# My Jeſus! he is now at reſt, 
| At God's right hand of Pow r, 
t And of Eternal Joy poſleſt, 
; Securdasina Towr, f 
"No might nor ſpight (hall ere aftright ; 
* The bloody ſweat 1s paſt : 
ns,} No more the Tears ſhall trickle down, 
! That trickl'd down fo faſt. 
: The fliming Cherubims of old, 
That kept the Tree of Life: 


| Still keep the Chambers of the Lamb, 
| 


And his beloved Wife. 
O thou that lov'ſt my Soul, command, 
Send me but one of thoſe : 
Bur one of theſe ſweet Angels, and 
Ill never fear my foes. 


of | | prone. 
CANT, HE $.. 


They all hnld Swords, being expert in War, eve- ' 
ry man hath his Sword upon his thigh, becauſe Þ 
of the fear of the night. 7 


HYMN 54 


ANGELS expert in War, ; 
Heav'ns great Artillery : 4 
er-, God's = 


| 


we 


+ > bn on 


_ 5p "OY D We b "$20 FS I 
d —_—_— $ %..> L'. a yy » "Is Sar 2s © © 4 3, a4 - 14 ay > 
_ l I. "5, A Jo os es : 4 Fs © Ri UF q EI oy Fn, 
" + LY : 2M HIT 7 - EC 
4 SO on ER IE - FIT Ep ID) y Ped oe "+ i” 
4 £ $84 Fran a” 46 tft = "+ E. - 3 Bd " hy - a. %; 
P DEI. : * ; LL £ - 4 _ 
Rs > 3 n v3 . 
—_ 
54> * 
R X 
, 
F 
Is 
| 


God's Hoſts unſeen, Defenders are 
Of my dear Love and Me. 
"Tis not 'cauſe I deſerve 
T1 have a Life guard by me; 
Bur "cauſe he in a Bed of Love 
Witl pleaſe to fertle-nigh me. 
If Hoſts againſt me riſe, 
And Men of War (hall fcare me: 


The Lord of Hoſts will ſend his Hoſls, 


& They in their arms ſhall bear me. 
” The Lord will muſter up, 
I And*fend them to the Courts 
> Of Tyrant Rulers, who ſhall down 
- With them, and all their Forts. 
Believe it, there are Thrones, 

And Nobles fit upon them : 


=. Above the earthly greateſt Ones, 


And Judgrnents iſſue from them. 

Theſe, thele ſhall do us right, 

When wecan nothing do; 

* With Herods of the World ihall fizht, 
And overcome them too. 
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CANT. III g. 


Xing Solomon made himſelf a Chariot of the 
Wood of Lebanon. 

Ver. 10. He made the Pillars thereof of Silver, 
the bottom thereof of Gold, the covering of 
it of Purple, the midſt thereof being paved 
with Love, for the Danghters of Jeruſalem. 


| HYMN 5s. 


K Ing Solomon's Chariot for his Bride, 2 
Of Wood of Lebanon was made : A 

This Chariot bottom-was of Gold, © 3 
This Chariot Siver Pillars had. "if 

Cover'd with Purple, pav'd with Love : 8 
But O! how far ſurpaſt by him, 4 
Who is All Love from head to foot, ; 
To draw all Love to him age. | 

Jeſus, King Jeſus, for his Spoule, 
For the Lamb's Wife, his Bride, hath builc 
A far more glorious Chariot, which 

| With Love and Pow'r is double guilt: 

 Brac'd with the everlaſting Arms, 

Whole covering-is Eternal Glory, 

Whoſe ſubſtance is a Love that warms, 

Whoſe Wheelsryn to the Joy before __ : 
| ow 


- 
- ”-_ \ 
. * 


> Now bleſſed be that boundleſs Love, 

4 And bleſled be that endle(s Power, 
And blefled be that God above, 

That made his Chariot like a Tower. 
FE, This Honour all his People have, 

4 They go on foot, and yet they ride : 
Thus rides the Princes, when advanc't 
In ſtately Pomp, by Prince his fide. 
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CANT. II. 1. 
E Go Forth, O ze Daughters of Zion, and beho 


 - Mother crowned bim in the day of his Eſpo 
 fals, and in the day of the gladneſs of his hear 


HYMN 56. 


That, that blefled day were come, 
When we might meet our Solomon, 
Crown'd King of Saints, and Nations, 4 
Having the World at his command ! 
His Father hath already Crown'd him, 
 Givn hima Title to this thing : (hi 
; When ſhall his Mothers Arms ſurro 
= And Crown him her Eternal King ? 
E. ?*Twill be the gladnels of his hearr, 


.% 
= 


King Solomon with the Crown wherewith h 


When he thall once eſpouſe that Spouſe} 
Whe 


Be 
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Wheh Kingdoms ſhall their Loves impart,” 
And all his Foes caught in a Noole: 4 
Ariſe ! deſcend thou Royal Prince, 

Thy Coronation-day 1s Come : - - 

. In Seat of thy Magnificence, 

Thy Church would fain afhx thy Crown. 
Thy Mother, Siſter, Brother, wait, 

And long to ſee that blefled day, 

When Sin and Sorrow's cur of date, 


bo 
h h 
po 
ear, 


And crowned Jeſus bears the ſway. 

! when ſhall Jews and Gentiles both, 
Faſten thy Crown upon thy head ? 
Gentiles have done it, Jews hold off; 
By both muſt this be managed. 


— 


| Finis Cap. 3:: Deo gratias. 


CANT. IV. 1. 


ſe: 
The 


Behold, thou art fair, my Love, behold thox F 
art fair 7 


HYMN 57: . 


That have made and formd, 

By curious Arc and Ski!l : | 
The Beaurics of the upper World, 
According to my Will. 


"Fs 


= I that behold and ſee _. © 
Thoſe beauties all rhe day : 
-- CShould Mortal eyes but ſteal a glance, 
Þ  *Twould take their Lives away - ) 
- Yetl fay, thouart fair, 
= Thy Graces beauties ate : 
My Fathers face and mine doth ſhine 
Upon that Face of thine. 
The trifling Beauties which 
& Fond Lovers Idolize, 
= Arenot io fair, nor half ſo rich 
”” Asthouart in my Eyes: 
O how l love that Soul, 
That's trae to God and me ! 
My heart's inclin'd, my Loveis blind, 
© Their faults I cannot ſee. 
. TIl ſhortly bow the Heav'ns : 
O how 1 long to come ! 
Iwill ariſe, and rend the Skies, 
And fetch my fair One home. 
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CANT. IV. 


 —Thon haſt doves eyes within.thy neg — 
HYMN 58. 


OW T1] conffder in its place, 

And view my Blood redeemed prize: 
The ſparkling Diamonds cf thy Face, 
The Dove like Beaury of thine Eves. 
Thou hadſt an Eye of Fleth was wort 
| To ſend forth Beains of Juſtiul Fire, 

That afrer Vanity did hunt, 

And fill thy heart with baſe deſires. | 
wandring tempting rouling Eye, 1 
A Cafement ope'r to let in Sin : ; 
But now 'tis chaſte, with eyeſalye waſht, 
And tekes diviner ObjeRs in'; * 

ut O, tht intellectual Eye, 

Wher eby thou ſeeſt things unſeen ; 

Whoſe objects quite are out of {1ghr, 

That eyes me through the garkeſt Screen ! 
hat ſhines like Diamonds in the dark, 

Or Stars that brighten blackeſt Night : 
Knowledge and Faith {u:h Power hath, 
To ſee by Dark as viell as Light. 

ly Soul admire, and raiie thee bigher, 
Hen both theſe Eyes behold that [Tn "i 
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; _ SO, , by hairs as a flock of goats that appea 
6 


- "That bluſheth nothing at diſgrace ; | 


E.. This warms thy heart, as hair thy head : 


| (72) 
Whoſe Beams have ,giv'n thee light an 
ſight, 


That once were blind and in the dark. 


CA N T> IV. —Y 


from Mount Gilead. | 
HYMN 5g. 2 


HE hair, the Beauty of the Face, 
Thar taking Ornament ; | 


Ir's cut. it's ſhav'd, ir's rent ; | 


Ic opea lies t9 all aſlaults, ; 
And vet it feels it not : | 
The Razors ſhave, the Sizars cut, I 
:. All wrongs are {oon forgot. 
- My Church, I love thy Patience, 
© ThisI admire in thee, 
Under all injuries content ;* 
Thoſe that affront thee, win thee. 
Like Goats on Gileads Mountains ſhorn, O. 
; Stript of their hairy Fleece : 
' Yetnot a groan: all wrongs are born, T 
Their ineering breaks no Peace. T| 


How ornamental 'tis ! 


Whe 


all 


pe 


Thy lips are like a thread of Scarlet, and thy 


 T 992 

When Patience can impow'r a man 
Tocconquer all he ſees : 

With this ſweet frame, in love I am - 
Ic's rare in my account: 

To be forgot, and feel it not, 
Is Patience paramount. 


CANT. IV. 3 


ſpeech 15 comely. 


HY MN 60. 


THY roſie Lips with Scarlet dye, 


Gives beauty to thy Face : 
Inflames with love th' Obſervers eye, - 
A thouſand beauties has : 


Made red, not with thy Blood, but mine : : 


Ir's from my paſhon fed ; 
No natural Colour in this World, 
Can yield fo deep a red : 
O, ou [ love theſe ruby Lips, 
e to hear them ſpeak ; 


. I Thy _— 'rs and Prailes, Near ſips., 


To me, tho faint fand weak. 


, [hy Dodtrines, Counſels, Cordials are; 


To me and thoſe that hear them : 
E Thy 


(7 
Thy ſharp reproofs are killing darts, 
Yet health to thoſe chat bear them. 
My Soul ! admire,and much delare, 
'Thy Soul's admiring Lover : 
e it thy Grace, thy words to place, 
And tell thy Speeches over, 
As men tell Golt, O; weigh thy Words, 
Thy Speech exactly meaſure : 
So (hall thy King delight to ſing, 
And praiſe this vocal Treaſure. 
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CANT 1y-'4+ 


—— Thy Temples are like a piece of a Pomegra- 
nate within thy locks. 


HYMN Er. 


© ou Or re: oo no Io. on oo 


ll Love thee, for thy Cheeks, my Spouſe, 
A Virgin bluſh adorns them : 
The mozeliy that crowns thy Brows, 
A holy ſhame informs them : 
Have you not been where you have ſeen - 
The bluthing Pofnegranate, 
All overſpread with roſie red, 
_ As Nature did create ? | 
Thy Temples ſhadeqin thy Locks, 
With rote bluikes ſpread, 
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Poth much expreſs thy baſhfulneſs : 
True Vertue vails her head. 
Thy guilt-and ſhame, for what's to blame, 
Thou canſt nor face it out : 
Thy fuſhings, bluſhings, fears and tears, 
Are beauties out of doubt. 
My Soul 2 this conſternation due, 
comes the Virgin-bride 
Of mo ſame bleeding Lover, who 
For thy Salvation dy'd. 


| Oletrt i2 never, never trace, 


The iteps of Sinners bold : 
Nor hide ry Sin, but hide my Face, 
As with a bluth controul'd. 


* 


CANT. IV. 4 
Thy neck is like the tower of David, bailded for 


au Arnoury, whereona there hang a thouland 
buckicrs, all ſnields of mighty men. 
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T7 EeldeRt Sons of living day, 
Peers of the Upper- Houtc; 
| And all you Commoners 'S belo Vs 
Come and beiold my Spouſe. 
Thy "oy Neck, like Davids Tower, 


Jotl 


| Bail for an Armoury : ; 
E 2 Unites 


F 
& 


(76*)) 

Unites thy Body to thy Head, 
Never to part; and why, 

A thouſand Shields the promiſe yields, 
As many Swords thy Faith, 

'Tho Hell and Devils do their worſt, 
Thy Soul Protection hath. 

_ .Thouſhalr not truckle, no nor buckle 
To inimical ſpight : 

Strong i in the Lord thou art, and in 
The Power of his Might. 

'Thy Fire-breathing Cannons fly 
In face of all thy Foes : 

For thee a Davids Tower am I, 
*Gainſt all that thee oppoſe : 

If fin or men infeſt thee, then . 
Thy Neck a Tower is; 

Thy Sul, tho toſt, ſhall nere be loſt 

In ſuch a Towr as this. 
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CANT. IV. 5. 


Toy two breajrs are lite two young roes that axe 


emins, wrich jced among the lillies. 
HYMN 62. 


is je Breatts, the feat of Love, 

And Natures Ornament, 

With iull-pent milky treaſures give. 
Thy oft-ſpring nouriſhment. 


Such milky ſtreams do flow, 


To nourilh all thy Seed, 
As iraitfui Roes that fat their twins: 
And midſt the Lillies feed. 
Thy Sons and Daughters are 
Bezat from Heav'n above : 
A num'rous Off-ſoring will appear 
In that great day of Love : 
Thou haſt two Teſtaments, 
Repleat with Milk Divine, 
With theſe thou fuckleſt all my Saints, 
And mak'ſt their Faces ſhine. 
I muſt admire the man 
That ſprings from ſach a Father, 
That ftrongly draws by Graces laws, 
The breaſts of _— Mother. 
3 


(- 983 
Then drink and thirſt again, 
As Babes the Breaſts adore: 
Till thou ſhalt come to thy bleit home, 
AnG drink and thirſt no more. 


— 1 50 IRE —__ Ws IS... a OT. wrugnee , 


CAN T. IV. 6. 


way, 1 will get me to the mountains of myrrh, 
and ro the hill of frankincenſe. _ . 


HY M N.64. 


TT" Her@is a bleſſed day will break 
4&4 A gtorious Light will ſhortly come, 


AS irightned, to their laſting home. 
A day will drink up all the Rain, 
And ſcatterall the Fogs away : 
And fully rout the dreadiul train 
_ Of Clouds, that now Eclipſe the Cay. 
No more ijhall Sin or Fears beſpatter 
The 2!lorious beauty of thy Face : 
No more thall bloody Tyrants ſcatter 
Their roaring Bulls in every piice. 
There 1s a day and door of hore ; 
(I mean, to haſten all I can ) 
| That will furprize both Turk and Pope, 
And the blood-thirſty wicked man. 


UOnti! the day breaks, and the ſhadows flee a- | 


Whoſe rays will make the ſhades betake, | 


Lbabd 
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Till then, the mount of Myrrh above, 
And Heaven's hill of Frankincenſe, 
Muſt for a while obfcure my Love, 
And Perſon, from the eye of ſenſe. 

But donot fear /: from that Aſcent, 


As from a Mountatn, 
( And did before ) 


Can {ee 


how ail things went: 


Til then, do thon conade 112 me. 
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CANT- IV... 7. 


Thou art all fair, my Love, there is uo (p0: in 


thee, 


M' 


HYMN 6x. 


" Love, thoy art all fair, 
In theeno ſpot appears : 


I've wa{kt thee white, from what was black, 
In precious blood and tears : 


! | 
Toy par 


is are all infÞir'd, 
Ail Graces in thee thine : 


Each faculty my Love hath fir'd, 
And charm'd that heart of thine. 
Degrees are wanting (till ; 


*Tis yet thy Infanr-Rate 


But yet we can ſpell out a man, 


inT: 
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nvs chat are not great. 
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T11 poliſh thee, my Dove! 
Fil oft witheyery {por 3 
T1 drive the trade cill ic be faid, 
What Graces haſt tron nor ! 
Thy Sin and Guilcineſs, 
My Royal Robe {hai cover, 
And my imputed Righteouſneſs, 
Shall make thy God ity Lover - 
My Soul ! *tis done for ever : 
For ever praiſe his name ; 
His Blood was thed, thy Sins are dead, 
Never to riſe again. 


Þ A N x of IV. 8. 
Come with me from T.ebanon ( my Spouſe ) with 
me from Lebanon : loo from the top of Amia- 


n2, from the top of Shenr and clermon,fronF 
the Lions Dens, from the Mountains of they 


Leopards. 
HYMN 66. 


\ ND now my weli-beloved 5poule, 
Since I have (et thee free, 
And clear'd thy ſtains, that none remains, 
Now love thy ſelf and me. 
Come, Royal Princels, come witi me, 
Thou ſhalt not come alone : ; 


Myf 
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' Or make him from his Efſence come, 


( 81 ) 

My preſence ſhall thy Condud& be, - 
Only conſent and come. 

From Lebanon, thit Myuzt of Pleaſures, 
And from Amana ton : 

Theſe barren Mouncains + eld no treaſure; 
Ariſe and let us g0 

From Lins javis, 2nd Leopards Paws, 
And a'l the wicsed rout * 

From Traytcrs gins, aud Spoilers dens ; 
Come, I will lead thee car. 

There's nothing can degrade a man, 
Like bruit-Society, 


Like wicked company : 
Reſolved then, Tl leave theſe men. 

Whom I did once adore : "20 
At Jeſus call, Fli leave them all, £20 
And ne're come at them more- . 


( 82 ) 


CANT. IV. 


Thou haſe raviſhed my heart, my Siſter, my 
Speuſe ; thou haſt raviſhed my heart with one 
of thine eyes, with one chain of thy neck. 


HY MN 67. 


MV Y Siſter, by the Farher's fide; 
And Spoule, by ail conſent : 
Siſter adopt, and Spouſe elect, 
Pm full, and I muſt venc. 
My raviſht heart h2th feit a Dart, 
And I am all detire : 
I, who created Fire and Love, 
With Love am ſet on Fire. 
Sometiing bath ſmote me from thine eye : 
That eye of Faith, it 15, | 
Thar {ingle wounding eye of Faith, 
That makes me love thee thus. 
That dares upon a naked word 
Of Promite truſt me fo: 
That will ſecure it ſelf of Love, 
Eva whether I will or no. 
The Chain is Love, that draws my Love ; 
Do thou but ſav, thou lov'{t me : 
It is a Chain, I captive am, 
And nothing ereremoves me. 


My 


ne 


Y ( 83 ) 
My Soul ! fix this ſame Eye of Faith 
Upon him ſtedfaſtly : _ 
Faſten the Link with ſodring Love, 
He's thine eternally. 


ÞF- CANT. IV. 10. 


| How fair is my Love, my Siſter, my Spouſe 
how much better is thy Love than Wine ! ana . 
the [mell of thine Ointments than all Spices ! 


HYMN 68.. 


Hou'rt fair, my Love, thy Love is fair : 
How fair | can't exprels : 
zerter than Wine; but hoiy niuwen better, 
L leave £0 thee co guels! | 
| Love is heart chearing Wine; beftoiy 
A g1ais of Love upon me, 
Ang 1'!1 forget my Sorroivs great, 
Tire wrongs that have been don2 me; 
T have no thirſt bur for thy Love; 
| - Love me, and ſtay my thirſt : 
O do but try to love me! why ? 
Becauſe I] lov'd thee hrft. 
Ler no perfume henceforth preſume, 
To gratifie my wants ; 
No Spices {weet, my Noſtrils greet; 
There are no (weet but Saints, 


C 84 ) 
 T love them with a pard'ning love, 
Their folles I forgive. 
I Love them with a laſting love, 
Thar ſhall for ever live. | 
Amazement ſtops my verſe and me ! 
O Lord, that lov'ſt me thus ; | 
O let me never, never be | 
Unkind, ungracious ! 


CANT: IV. = 


Thy lips, O my ſpouſe, drop as the honey-comb - 
honey and milk, are under thy tongue——— 


HYMN 69. 


{ ir gracious words thy lips adorn, 

4 Likedrops of Honey from the Comb: 
*Tis Canaar's Language newly born, 
Froma Divine inſpired Tongue. 

Honey and Milk are not ſo {weer, 


ll | 


As ſavoury Speeches dropping drown, | 


That nouriſh whoimfſoe're they mect, 

And from a ſpir'tual Fountain come. 

When Lips drops ſighs, and Eyes drop tezrs 

In penitential {ight of Sin - (Pray'rs, 

When Speech drops Praiſes, and ſtrong 
It ſhews a Honey-comb within. 

| | Vhen 


£) 


( 35) 

When nour'thing, and ſoul-fatting words, 
Lye breeding underneath thee Tongue: 
And when due ſeaſon birth affords, 
This, this my Love inſpires my Song. 

My Soul, learn this ! Are gracious words 
So {weet to Chriſt thy deareſt friend : 

| _ Then don't impoſe upon his noſe, - 

The Carron ſtink that baſe words ſend. 

| Seaſon my Lips with Sait, my God. 

And ſift my Language from its drofs - 

For why ſhould I fo fooliſhly, 

W ith Speeches vain contract wy loſs ? 


——— —— 


CANT. IV. 1. 


And the ſmell of thy Garmen # like the 
ſmell of Lebanon. 


H Y MN 70. 


\ T1 Aked, and in thy bloog, before, 
Unpolithe, rude and rough : 
Ifpread my Skirt, and threw quite ore, 

A Garment large enough : 
And now like blefled 7 acob, in 
The Prieitly Robe, his Mother 
Veſted him with, he paſleth fair, 
And go'th for eider Brother. 


Even 


(W) 
Even thus imputed Purple ſmells, 
\ When on the Sinner chroivn ; 
Like to a Field which God hath blef : 
Tho' borrow'd, tis thy own. 
The fragrant ſmells of Lebanon, 
The Mount of Canaar's glory : 
There never was ſuch ſweetneſs as 
Theſe Garments ſhed before ye. 
When once thou gett'ſt my Garment on, 
_ Art with my Merits clothed : 
My Father takes chee for his Son, 
And for his beſt Beloved. 
My God! perfume my Soul, and veſt it, 
And in thy Boſom lay it: 
Upon thy tender Bowels reſt it ; 
*T is done,.if thou bur fay it. 


—— 


CANT. IV. 2: 


A Garden incloſed is my Siffer, my Sponſe : 


Spring ſhut up, a Fountain ſcaled, 
HYMN 7: 


M*” Spouſe! I have encloſed, 
And ſtrongly fenc'd thee in, 


With Rocky Wails, and fcorching Fire z 
Thou haft my Garden beea. 


A 


if 


C 87.) 
If Men dare ſcale the Flames, 
To their own loſs they venture: 
111 keep thee ſo on every ſide; 
They !l knock, but thai not enter. 
11! plant thee with ſweet Flow'rs, 
And every fruitful Tree: - 
And all about I'll make me Bow'rs, 
And take my walks in thee. 
[1] ſhut and ſeal thee up, 
No dirty foot ſhall ſee 
| Thy heavenly Springs and Waterings, 
Thou ſhalt my Fountain be. 
O thou ! the Spring of Springs, 
Whoſe Fountains always run: 
Fountain of Fountains, and all things, 
From thee my Waters come. 
O thou, the King of Kings ! 
Plant thou the Garden round: 
Let every Walk thy Praiſes talk, 
In thee my fruit is found. 


CANT, 


(98) 


CANT. IV. 13. 


Thy plants are an Orchard of Powegranates witi 
pleaſant fruits, Camplire with Spitenard, 
Ver. 14. Spikenard and Saffron, Calamn an 
Cynamon, with all trees of frankincenſt 
Hyrrh and Alves, with all the chief ſpices. 


HYMN 72. 


_ - 
- 1-00. 4 < wo wh rin Ce ICH a IO". ap ho $24 fe St — _ 


Ome, now, my Siſter, let us go, 
And ſee how the young of Sets do : 
The Standards muſt nor jtand, I have 
l A better ufe to put them to. | | 
| Theſe! 1| tra>ſplant to Paradiſe, ] 
With Glory I will fill their faces : 7 


PF 


They mutt be gone, their work is dons, 
The young ones mult ſupply their places. * 
The Lambs, the Babes, my Churches breed, 
Are a more rav ſhing {ighr to me : 
Than the Pomegranate full of ſeed, 
Or all the Arabian ſpices be. 
The Spikenard, Camphire, and the reſt 
Of choiceſt Aromatich fumes, 
Are worthleſs, when they do their beſt, 
| Let chem beburiedin their Tombs. 
# ButO! the JoylI take to fee 
E My pregnant Church her Clhi;dren mw : 
| 1 26 


wit 


w 3 


2 


ty 


'he 


| ( 89 
The young ones that convert tome / 
My choiceſt Heaven on Earth is there. 
Young ones awake, fince I do take 
Such pleaſure in your budding Graces : 
Repent, Convert, or 'twill be Death 
For you to let me ſee your faces. 


IS. I EY = ——_— 


CANT. $5. 3%. 


A forntain of gardens, @ well of living waters, 
and ſtreams from Lebanon. 


HYMN 72. 


Ib a Garden am, thou art, 
O Chriſt, the living Spring : 
If I have any ſprouting Plants, 
The Water thou doſt bring, 
No Water, then no Fruic, no growth, 
No Spire can pierce the Clods: 
The Fruit I bear, if it be rare, 
It 1s not mine, but Gods. 
iy hear v.25 dead the other day, 
And then {weer Mercy came, 
nd watlit it in a Spring of Blood ; 
It came to Life again. 
ly heart was hard, as I may fay, 
As hard as any Stones : 


( 90 ) 


I drench it in the living Spring, 
And it to ſoftneſs comes. 
My heart was cold, as cold as Ice ; 
Some heat 1t cid require: 
I found the living Waters had 
Ia them a living Fire. 
Now let thy dying, living bloog, 
Stream as from Lebanon : 
Water my wants, anc wail my Pian's, 
r WE dre all uncon Cs 


If; 


CANT. IV. 16. 


Awake, O I\eorih-wind, and come thou South 
blow thou my Garaen, that the Spices there 
TAY [1 Out > 


HY MN 74. 


I muſt have Air and Wind, 
As well as Water, Lord : 
Or eile my Garden, chat is T, 
No i-uit can &re aff rd: 
Ariſe Nort th- -Wind and South, 
Rougn 2n4 lferere, both tet, 
And do thou time their gates and thine : 
In both I hall be blef. 
There's not one Plant will thrive, 
Or Flower hold its ſcent, 
Lnie 
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L994] 
Unleſs thy Spirit, Lord, contrive 
To breathe their Nutrimeatr. 
Hoi wiil the Snices flow ? 
How will my Graces flourith, 
If thy ſweet Spirit pleaſe to blow, 
And drooping Flowers cherith ? 
For loves-fake let ine beg ; 
. O Holy Ghoſt, thv Grace, 
Thy Breathings, Giftings, Fillings, Seals 
| Leteach work take its place. 
If my Beloved come, 
As hea coming 15s: 
Not finding me and Fruit at home, 


FER_—_ 


| He'll ſay my heart's not his. 


M—— _— 


CANT. IVY, 16. 


— Let my beloved corre into his Garden, and 2at 
his pleaſant fruit. 


HYMN 75. 


Y Garden is thy Garden, Lord, 
Therefore do thou the Winds awake: 
Let ſharp and coid North-winds accord, 
With gentle Soxth, and their turns take. 


Fometimes I need a'nipping Froſt : 


(Lord, not roo ſharp, leſt all be loſt :) b | 
© 


( 92 ) 
To croſs my fin, let me be croſt ; 
Bar Winds ferene advantage moſt. 

Let North awake and fi ſtop ; but ler 


The Sorurh awake, and come and DiOW 1 

Too muck the Nor will nip the fruits 

UT v2 the EH WV vill make them £:0V 
© Spirit oi Love, and þ aT_NeG —"—Ry 


Do tho "i1KEe VI NS Io fly to m 
ths bing + pc &e, 


Tho 1 have none, It (3:31 
T bus poor POIKS ENFercai. ith 


Burr "4 fra the [TY tor 
mw 42: pin com ! Þ there P'Y 110 Us 
il 


They have 2 00 > more, Dut vi 
Thou {ould nave more, it I were able, 


J» - T T's F 
Finis Cap. 4. £aus Jeboue. 
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C ANTS. Y; 4+ 


Y am come into my garden, my Sifter, my Spouſe: 
on 7 have gathered my myrrh with my ſpice; 1 
have eaten my honey-comp wit my honey : 1 
have drunk my wine with my milk, — 


H YMN 76: 


JEll ! I amcome, my Spouſe, 

Thy Pray rs have given me wings: 
have accepted all thy'vows, 
And taited all thy things. 

Jn thee I find my myrrh, 

My honey- Combs I eat: 

by Milk and Wine is all Divine, 

Thy Spices all are {weet: 

by Plants thatT have (er, 

Are in a thriving plizhc : 

by heart a flour'thing Orchard is, 

A Garden of delight : 

, how I joy-to ſee 

My coſt not loit upon thee ! 

here grows {weet Fruit on every Tree: 
The younger Plants have won me. 

ty Fruics of holineſs, 

Are Aromatich., Spices : 

N Thy 


( 94 ) 


Thy Garden, and thy ſelf no lels, 
To me a Paradile is. 
My God! how 1s1t thus ? 
Can man relieve his Maker ? 
No : bur the grafted Cion is 
Of the Stocks life pareng cr. 


— — —— 


He A N R 66 Y. 


—+Fat, O friends, drink, yea, drink abu 
aantly,-O veloved ! 


HY MI 77, 


Ome noir, all you thatare my Friends 
My Church bath mace « 2 Fealt - 
Con: e oly your So is with Ne#ar dowts, 
I cali you w It the relt. 


I'ce have YOU a1! PArtas Ke Of tie an 
Her inextiau/l G PICait GrEs : [ 
Come eat and Grin ner Pray reg 2G ink Tin 
Yeur {<ives 10 her creaiur £5. \ 
Her Lips i ail feed you, and 0 ber Graces PE: 
Tt ner BOUu: acy 10G. CAP £(S : E 
If Angels come, they ihall have fome, - Mt 


And Joy to ev Er Guelit. 
Corre then, you drooping Spirits, come ; Pc 
Here 15 4 worthy prize ; 


At 


tac” 


( 6c ) 


Pi / 


nd if you pleaſe to drink up Seas ; 
PII give her freth ſupplies. 

ord of all tore, 1 thee implore 3 
Since what is thine, 1s mine 3 


nd what is mine, is thine 3 This boon 


To grant do thou incline, 


hat thou wouldit fill me with thy ſelf, 


And ſtretch my Soul to hold thee : 
nd 1 thall feaſt me and the reſt, 
With what thy Love hath told me. 


CANT 


T fleep, but my heart waketh 
HYMN 78, 


Am 2 contragiction, Lord, 
I wake, yeram aſleep: 
am a {l:ep, and yer | wake; 
I 00th}, and neither keep. 
hos aiter greatelt beams of Love, 
My heart groivs cold again : 
5 atter greateſt gieains of Light, 
The Heavens zrow big with rain. 
ben firit I tatled ravlhing (veer 
From thy divineſt Love, _ 
tought T never more thould meer 
. Viith darkneſs trom above, 


(96) 

But now I am all Ice and Cola. 
My Zeal I cannot keep, 

As if I'de over-drunk my ſelf; 
I'm fallen faſt a-ſleep. 

But yer my heart's awake ; I would 
Do better if I could 

The Spirit is willing, Fleſh is weak ; 
O! make me what I ſhould. 

I would not rock my ſelf atleep: 
If {lamber overtake me, 

Rouſe up my drowſte Senſes, Lord, 
And by thy Power wake me. 


CANT. Y- ». 


w——t 75 the voice of my beloved that knocket) 
ſaying, Open unto me, my ſiſter, my love, 
dove, my undefiled : for my head is filled wit 
aew, and iy locks with the drops of the nig 


HYMN 79. 


Ove will not ſuffer drowſinels, 
But kirndiy wakes his ſleepy Spouſe: 
Thus Parents wake their children wio! 
Dull inclinations cannot rowze. 
Awakening Lovea Voyage took, ' 
In all the Rain, and in the Deep; 


Ti 


I. 


C3 3 
To view the World, and found that part, © 

That's call'd Awak'ned, faſt aſleep. | 
Awak'ning Love the danger ſaw, 

How fleepy Saints unuſeful were ; 
". How prone the Devil was to Rob 

And ſpoil them of their precious ware. 
How little love to Chriſt there was ; 

As men aſleep they mind him not : 

How ſoon their Temples by a Nail 
| Might pierced be with deadly ſtroke. 
 Awak'ning Love that ſaw things thus, 
Rouſeth them firſt, with midnight cries : 
Cries Fire, Fire, O ! the Fire of Hell 
Flames out ! awake, why don't you riſe * 
] That not prevailing, turns his voice 
| Intoa Lovers earneſt cry, 
That knocks and bounceth at the door, 
n+ Cold, wet; Awake my Love, *cis I. 


CANT. |} 


25 
£ 
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CANT. V. 2. 
Tt ts the voice of my beloved that knocketh, ſay. 


ing, Open to me, my Siſter, my Love, my 


Dove, my undefiled One, &C. 
HYMN 80, 


Pen thy heart, my Love, 
And let thy Jelus in: 

And why not ope thy heart to me; 

As we!l as uato $1n ! 

| Why not for me as well 

| As tor forbidden-pleaſure ! 

Snall I Rana waiting at the door, 

That am thy God and Trealure ? 

Shall I, thy Lover, take 

This pains to make thee mines 

# And ſhall a baſe and ſordid Luft, 

 Enſfnare that heart of thine 2? 

It breaks my heart to lee 

My Love in Bed with Sin ; 


| _Whileſt Irche Husband am (hut out, 


* © Atid may notenter 1n. 
- My Walous Heart and Eye 
4 ould prompt my Hand to take 
= A Javelin up, and ſtrike thee dead ; 
But that my Bowels ake, 


[ 


\nd 


. And yearn with Loveand Pity : 


(99) | . 


Rile then and let me in, : 
And Il forgive thee all that's paſt, 
And love thee well agen. 


CANE "OE. 


It is the voice of my veloved that knockgth —— 
H Y M N 81. 


Ark! drowſie Soul! whoſe Voice is that? 

H Whoſe hand that knocks a it dot TY, | 

That pleads his entrarice With ſuch charms, 4 
] never heard before ? | 

'Tis my-beloved's: O that Love ! 
Novv in my lapſed tate, 

To ca!! me Siſter, Love, and Dove, 
And undefiled Mate ! 

Thar pleacs his Journey, and his Locks 
Wer with:the drops of Night: 

His head bedew'd withrain, he fain 
Would enter if he might, 

Lord, break the door, the Spiri: laith, 
Tie Fleth wo'nrt let me rite ; - 4 

Dur't all che Locks and Bolts, and come, 4 
The Fle(h cries otherwile.Þ- ; : 

Come Jefus, ſiveer, and let us rout - of 73 
T The better” part _— Com: : "* 


: (a00 3 
-» "Bat Fleth and Pleaſure cries, No, no, 
No, no ! there is no root. | 
My God, ſha!l Fleſh prevail ? 'rwill be, 
-If thou ſand'ſt neuter here, 
As Candle by a ſnuff kept down, 
That fain would upward ſoar. 


=> —_— — 
— 


CANT. V. 3: 


I have put off my coat, how ſhall I put it on? I, 
ave wafhed my feet, how ſhall 1 defile them ? 


H Y MN 82. 


An'ſt thou not riſe, my Love? I ran 
: To help when thou wert caſt. 

My deareſt Lord, I cannot Can, 

- Fleſh chains me down (o faſt. 

Wilt thou not riſe, my.Dove? 1 roſe 
'* Whendead, to make thee riſe: 

My Lord, I cannot will ; This Fleſh 
' So hard uponme lies. : 
-* ?Tis night ! *tis dark / my coat is off, 
_- How canIputiton? 
My feet are waſht, and ſhould I riſe, 
” And make them foul anon? 
* 'Thus Eve her Fig-leaves ſtitcht together; 
” The Biddeamade excules : 


The 


Ih 


[hej/ 


| 
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The mild and gentle Jeſus Rands, 
And puts up all abuſes. + 

I might have ſaid, Canit be Night, 
When day is at the door ?\ 

Or dark; whenhe that is the Light, 
Can darkneſs overpow'r ? | 

] have pur off my Coat 3 and can'c 
I put it on as ſoon ? 

Aﬀeonted thus, my Jeſus, cry d, 
Farewel my Love, I'm gone ! 


CANT. V. 4. 


My beloved put in his hand by thehole of the © 
door, and my vowels were moved for him. - 


HYMN 83. 


; 9 men are wont, when taking leave; 
£ A. To wave the hand to parting friend : 
I fawhim do't, my heart did heave, 
And all my bowels did extend. 
My Jeſus ! 1 ſhall ne're forget 
That creadtul black and fad ſurprize: 
I would have roſe with all my heart, 
But ac the preſent could not riſe. | 
My bowels ſounded, when I ſaw 
His. beck'ning hand a farewel give - 


E3 


| '( 102 ) 

I chought Tiſhould have dy'd to ſee 
Him wave his hand, and take his leave. 
As frighted men in dreams would ſpeak, 

But have not power to ſpeak a word : 

My heart aflay'd, to pray him ſtay 
}- My moving bowels al concur'd. 

T hal'd for breath, and would have cry'd, 


] plainly ſaw my loſs would be, 
 Lixerichesrunning down a Gutter. 

My Soul, theſe damps and dreadful cramps, 
-  Contratt the Sineivs of the beſt : | 
My God ! appear, 'to me draw near, 
When ſuch Temptations me inf=ſt. * 


L- 


T : 
By 


9 Cn cl 
— ——— 


CANT. V5 


£ T roje up to open-to z:y beloved, and my hanas 
t  adropped with myrrh, and my fingers with 

ſreer ſmeliing myrrh, upon the handles of ht 
' lack; | 


HYMN 84. 


 TF Roſe, I went, Top'd the door; 
2 Butl delay'd r90 long 3 

& My deareſt Lord was gone beiore, 
Diliated at this wrong. | * 
Yet 


F Stay Lord, I come ! but could not utter. f 


cf. 


PS, 


| ( 103 ) 

Yet left a fweet perfume behind ; 
The fj2n he had been there : 

No ſooner had I] touch: the Lock. 

| My hands dropdoun with myrrl} 

He left. me not, till T him let : 

| And neverleft melo : 

But left a vertne ſtil] behind, 
To {weeten all my wo. 

Thus Lovers will abſent, but then * | 
Tokens ſhall blow the Elames, =. 

And keep the. Fire of Love alive, | 
And quicken the remains. 

| My God! my heart's a ruſty Lock, 
Oyl it wich Grace Divine : 

My heart is more a chained door; 
Burſt up this Heart of mine. 

\ Lay thy perfuming hand upon it, 
And drop thy ſweetneſs in : 

'Twill fire my loggings to thy ſelf; 
'Tvw11] out with Sloth and Sin. 


CANT. 


4a” IC4 ) 


——_— t— 
— _ 


CANT.V.s6. 


drawn bimſelf, and was gone : my ſoul faile 
when he ſpake— 


HYMN 85. 


| + TEſus withdraws ! Thus when the Sun 
b Doth bid the World good-might; 
F IJcleaves it in a Dark and moſt 
Uncomfortable plight. 
That word, I'm gone ! that killing word, 
| My heart did rend and tear : 
_ T little thought his words were Swords ; 
| Delays denials were. 
{- "I roſe, but he was gone from thence, 
And left me all alone : | 
I never thought, T/ riſe anon, 
Did Tantamount, Be gore : | 
If tears would fetch him back, I'de weep 
A Sea to waft him over 
If pray 'rs, I'd rend the Skies with cries, 
Buc I'de regain my Lover : 
| Wo, andalaſs ! my woſul caſe ; 
' . Nowaml leftalone. | 
t- In Fears and Cares, and thouſand Tears; 
” My Sorrows to bemoan. 


All 


1 opened to my beloved, but my beloved had with 


pn @ pee « fred — Hm 


( 105 ) 
All you that have a Soul to fave, 
Take warning by my fall: -— 
| Make nodelays, give him no Nay's3 
n oe Riſe when you hear him call. 


led}®. 


_—— he emma 


CANT. V.6. 


—T ſought him, but I could not find him : Ical- 
led him, but he gave me no anſwer. 


HY MN 86. 


A you whoſe tender bowels yearn, 
_ At full grown miſery : 
Lament my caſe, my blubber'd face, 
And pity, pity me. 
Ipray to him that heareth pray'rs; 
Bur mine he will not hear. 
He hath a bottle for all Tears, 

But mine mult not come there. : 
[ſought him that is found of All #1 
That ſeek him heartily : : 
But, O my pain ! Iſfeek in vain 

'F My coming makes himfly. 
He that once loy'd my Soul,» is gone, 
Whoſe love was ſweet as Wine. 

I call him Love, he calls me Dog; 
Was ever griet like mine ! 
L' 5 


( 20d ) 
My Sou], it was thy Sin, thy Sloth, 
Thar drove thy Chriſt away ; - 
He call'd, bur fail'd 3. and 'tis but juſt, 
Such ſlightings to repay. 
There never was except 'twere his ) 
A erief that bodes ſo ill: 
My Soul ! whenhe writes, Seek mo more, 
Do thou read, Seek, me [ill. 


Ltd _ ——— 


CANT. Y, 


The watchmen that went about the City, found 

mes they ſmote me, they wounaca me; the 

peepcrs of the Walls took, away my wall 
from me. 


HY MN 657. 


Hus when the Anchor's loſt, 
4  TheShip's expos'd to Waves, 
© With furly Wincs and Biliows coſt, 
Like greedy open Graves. | 
As when the wounded Deer, 
Bleeds with the Arrow-thot: 
\, Thereſt forſake and come not near, 
= Andbi6od-hounds take their lot. 
] gat mie up, and went 
Feruſalems Sereets about 3 
VWith 


C07) 
With'a moſt full and true intent, 
To find my Jeſus our. 
The Watchmen were unkind, 
They ſmite me, wound, and hale : 
The Keepers of the City- Walls, 
They took away my Vail. 
| And this by Watchmen too ! 
Church-Ofticers they were, 
That ſhould have led me unto Chriſt, 
Wound me for coming there. - 
And Keepers of the Walls, 
The Kingdoms Magiſtrates : 
Treat me as bad, as if I had 
Done Whoredom in their Gates. 
O what a dark ſome Night, 
Whea thoſe that pray and fear, 
Shall be purſu'd by Law and Spight, 
As Thieves and Robbers are / 


( 108 ) 


CANT. V. 8. 
I charge you, O daugbiers of Jeruſalem, if ye 


wy =o beloved, that ye tell bim, that I am 
ik of love. 


fl MN 8. 


E common People of the City, 
From great Ones I Addreſs to you : 
The Prieits and Rulers have no pity 3 
* They ſerve my Lord unkindly too. 
If you, or any of you be 
- Engag'd in this deſign with me, 
To ſeek a Jeſus, ( you may find him ; ) 
Not I that did fo little mind him. 
Then tell him, tell him, I am fick 
With Love, and longing for his Preſence. 
Tel: him, my Zeal is burning quick ; 
 Tellhim he is my All, my Eflence. 
If all the World were Gold, and munz, 
I'd give itall for one ſweet ſmile - | 
Could Sufferings fetch him back, I'd bear 
The very Fains of Hell a while. 
My Life's a Death, unleſs my Lord, 
Will (kew himſelf again to me. 
"My Death were Life, would he accord 


To lead me where, I might him lee. 


Since 


JE 
mn 


ar 


&5 


| 


| 


| 
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Since thon can'ſt hide thy ſelf from me, 
Where I may ſeek and never find thee ; 
- But I can't hide my ſelf from thee : 

_ Sweet Jeſus ſeek me, till chou find me: 


—— i 


—_Y 


CANT. V. 9 


What us thy veloved more than atiother beloved, 
O thou faireft among Women ? what # thy 
veloved more than another beloved, that than 
aoſt ſo charge m ? 


H Y MN 89g. 


m_ 


Aireſt of Women, tell us, who 
This thy Peloved is, 
For whom thou makeſt this ado, 
By ſuch 2 charge as this. 
What is his Name ? what is his Fame? 
Pray let us underitand ? 
We'! ſeek him too. if all be true, 
And ſeek him out of hand. 
There is beloved Health and Wealth,. 
There are beloved Pleaſures, | 
There are beloved Friends and Ends, 
Thereare beloved Trealures. 


| There a beloved Temple ltands, 


A lovely Structure 'tis: 


» 


There 


CF 289 } 
There are beloved means of Grace ; 
Tell which of theſe it is : 
O / what is thy Beloved,that 
Nothing bur him can pleaſe thee ? 
And what are theſe complaints, ye Saints, 
That none but,he can eaſe ye 2? 
Are you of men the only wile ? 
Muſt Wiſdom dye with you ? 
- Diſcover thy Beloved Prize, 
And tell us what, and who. 


| —_ 


CANT. V. 10. 


My beloved is white and ruddy, the chicfeſt 
among ten thouſand. 


HY MN 9go. 


Hon bottomleſs Abyſs of Love ! 
O help menouw to ſer thee forth. 
Give Inſpirations from above, 
And let me ſtammer out thy worth. 
Look how well temper'd white and red, 
Sets oat the beauty of che Face ! 
In him all beauty fits eathron'd, 
And all Perfections take rheir place. - 
White as the Light; and God is Light ; 
This Tincture ſpeaks him perfect _ : F 
E 3 


- | But White and Ruddy, both in one, 


| 


Fur red as blood, and red with blood, 


(112 } 
Red, as was Adams Earth 3 it ſpeaks 
Manhood, in which that God abode. 


Speaks him a Perſon, God and Man : 
The white, the badge of Innocence, 
Never was black, nor never can. 


Drawn by the ſins that we lay in. 

The white breathes Joy & Peace to Saints, 
The Red breathes blood to ſinful men; - 
his is the Man whoſe abſence kills me ; 
Chieteſt of thouſands he's to me : 

This 1s the man whole preſence filis me : 
O! couicd I meet him ! where ishe 2 


* "mt naw en lil EE. EY 


CANT. Y, I. 
Hr head 1s as the moſt fine Gola -— 


HY MN 971. 


=Þ Head the ſeat of Wiſdom is, 
Moſt lovely to behold : * 
His Underſtanding infinite 
Shines like the pureſt Gold. 
This head of his is lifted up 
Above the ſtarry Skies, 
When all his En'mies heads lye low, 4 
Shall fink, and neyer riſe: 


— 


f 82 
He 1s the head of all his Saints 
By way of Eminence, 
More worth than all their body is, 
As Gold to {ingle-pence. 
He is the Churches head, from whence, 
By way ot Influence, | 
As from a Spring of Lite they have 
Their motion, ſtrength, and ſenſe. 
The head of Powers, which he rules 
By Scepter and his Rod : 
O what a glorious head hath he ! 
The head of Chriſt is God ! 
Wonder not at me then, if 1 
Complain as almoſt dead 3 
For I have loſt my God, my King ; 
__ ©, I have loſt my Head ! 


—_— 4. 
——— 
a 


hs —— CEE. —O _—CC—C—_—_—— 


CANT. YV. xr. 


His locks are buſhy, and black ai 4 
Raven. 


HYM N-92. 


H'* locks ( not worn for Pride, 
Nor yet to (et out fin ; 


Nor yet to vaunc a {welling Tide 
Of naughtineſs within ) 


Speak 


382 7 
Speak him a Nazarite ; 

No Razor ſhaves his Head 

Serving the Lord with all his might : 
' A Separate indeed. 
. | His vow of ſeparation 

| - Lays ſtrongeſt bonds upon hims. 

"| He ſhall be call'd a Nazarire, £ 
" | His locks ſhall well becomehim 
| His locksare curl d and black, 

The vigour of his ſtrength 
Will make his Enemies go to wrack, 

And quell his Foes at length, 
You glory in your Hair, 
| Thecurlings of your Treſles ; 
| Come lay a(ide your filthy Pride, 
| And rohim make Addreſles. 
This is the man I want ; 

This Perſon I muſt have : 
O, I muſt qaickly find him out, 
Or'I muſt find my Grave. 


+ 


"t F:.. 
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ee ne AR. 


CAMT. Y.10 


His eyes are as the ejes of doves by the river 


fl 


” SIN 9 Ke . 
o; waters, waſhed with milg, ani fitly ſet. | 


HYMN 93. 


TE tell you farther, That if ſuch 
A Per{on you ſhall fee, 


Whole eyes like Doves are waſht wich mill 


And water ; This is He. 
He hath a killing eye, will pierce 
| Through Adamantine Ears, | 
| And wound the Rock but with a look, 
And melt it into Tears. 
Eyes that are Clear, and fatly ſer, 
That can ſee all things paſt, 
* Andall things preſent, and to come, 
As long as time hall laſt : 
Whole eyes are purely chaſt : That never 
Open'a to let in {in ; 
That never did the leaſt endeavour 
To take foul objeHs in. | 
If ſucha one you meet, whole eyes 
Like flames and lamps of tire 
Strike dead, and yet give Life ; that do 
Confound, yet ſtir defire. Th 
. 131) 


— 


F: 


YV y-_ 
T4 


111ks 


ae _ 
SH - 
<F 


| 'Tis for his Love I cye. 
Ter 


(2125 ) 
This is the man I feek ; a man 

| All-ſeeing and All-Eye ; 

Tel! him, 1f ſuch a one you meet, 


Cn Er COLE oo wn OOO ore i oe rr —_— 


CANT. V. 13. 


His cixeeks are as a bed of ſpices, as ſweet 
\. flowers : hw lips tine lillies dropping ſweets 
 ſmeiting myrrh, 


HYMN 94 


HR cheeks two fragrant beauties are, 
Whoſe Odoriferous ſmell 
Like beds of ſpices freth and rare, 

So (weert no tongue can tell. 
Or like the richeſt flow r in May, 

Whoſe (cent perfumes the Air 3 
Vhoſe colours beautifie the day, 
| Andall mens wonder are. 
His lips are lilly-white, and fair, 

The produtts of them {weet ; 
His Counlels Kiſſes, Comforts, Calls, 

A!l Cordtals in them meer. F 
The man'that ſpake as no man ſoaxe, 
Each word an Oracle ; | , 
The man that ſpake, and never hatch 
Tranſgreſt a ſyllable, 

Your 


ey 
. ; 
v1. 
I 
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Your Popes and Councils all have err'd, 


Thoſe glittering trifles all; ”f 


But my Beloved's lips ne're mov'd 


Amiſs, nor never ſhall. T 
- This is the man my Soul ſeeks ; oh ! 


Them Ruby Cheeks and Lips again, 
| In ſome cue time and place ! 


[ 
_- > "Yi 


That 1 could ſee that Face ! 7 
uf 


CANT. V. 14. 


His hands are as gold-rings; ſet with the beryl - 


his belly is as. bright: luory overlaid with $ 


phires, 
| HY MN gs. 


" T Ands that have made the Heav'ds all, 
And all the Hoſts therein : 
That made the Sun, the Moon, the Stars, 
And you and ime, and men. 
And when the work was ſpoiled quite, 
And overturn'd by {tn : 


, And made all up agen : 

His Beily, where his Bowels dwell, 
Are working out our aid ; 

Like Treaſures in an Ivory box, 


| 


Theſe hands of his went freſh to work, b 


With Sapbires overlaid. 
Yeari 


= 


(117+ } 

earns to diſtreſſed Souls, that be ; 

His heart within him roles : 

He mindeth not his own concerns, 

But finners caſe condoles, 

Twas Bowels nail'd him to the Croſs, 
'Twas Bowels made him dye; 

Twas Bowels ſet his Blood abroach 

 Forſuch a one as I. 


epities all the World, andall 


{* His (uffering Saints : But he 


ad no Compaſſion for himſelf : 
O, hath he none for me ! 


CANT. Y.I$. 


His legs are as pillars of marble, ſet upon ſockgts 
of fine gold —— 
* 


HY MN 96: 


v 


\ . : 
[fe Legs like marble pillars, ſet 


On Sockets of the fineſt Gold: 
The man I ſeek, and can't forget, 


Bears up himſelf, and all the World : 
[Upon the baſts of his ſtrength, 


| Supported are all things that be : ( length | 


Their heights and depths;their breadthand 
Who Heaven and Earth ſuſtains,that's _ 
is 


* 
Mt ney * 2 WIS WEI, re ene Ry > —— nao 


© Fehouab Shaddai, 1s his name ; 


218 } 


His People and their Graces ſtand, 
Not on their own Legs, but on his : 
More frm than ever Adam did, 
Thar walk'd the rounds of Paradiſe. 

Thoſe little Pillars ſoon let fall, 

What was intruſted to their pow'r : 
But on this Marble pillar ſhall 
His Saints be kept till their laſt hour, 


The ftrong and mighty God 1s he ; 


There is no Tongue can _ his fame, 


The beſt but liſp | his _ 
his is my well beloved 
In all che World t! here's n6 the like : 
This 1: the man for whom lone, 
I am in this ciitretſec piight, 


Cu ITT” 5” A I — rom —_— 


'. CANS V6 


as the Cedars, 


won HJ;s COUMTEeNANCE TS & 2s Leia JNON, , excel | 


H YMN 97. 


Takes proſpect of fair 1 ebanor. 
- The objects were preſented from it, 
Dazled the Eyes of lookers ou. 


T he 


| 


[S Countenance, who lools upan it, 


( 119 


The various lofty Cedars there, 
And ſeveral forts of other Trees, 

| The Aromatich Fruits, there, were 
Graceful and grateful to the Eyes : 

Yet nothing like the proſpect whica 
His ſhining Countenance ſends forth: 
So fair, ſo beautiful, ſo rich : 

0, how hal! Ladvance his worth 2 

that I could but ſee that f ce, 

That once fo troagly Grew my heart ! 

O that I con!ld enjoy that Place, 

k That onge 1 had beyond detert ! 


Which mares my Eyes run down 
| canor find him ;* lefr alone, 


Yet this I'll fay, I feel his hand, 

Alcho I caanot fee his iace, | 

And in kis Preſence {ti!} 1 itand, 
And he ſupports me w ith iis Grace 


Ju +) 


ButT have lot him, he 1s gone, (rears 


n vw "th | 


Pm almoft drown'd in douvrs and fears. 


( 125 ) 


CANT. Y. 16. 


Hs mouth 1s moſt ſweet : yea, he is altogethr 


lovely. This is my beloved, and this is m 


friend, O ye daughters of Jeruſalem. 
HYMN 9g8. 


HE gracious words that drop 
From his (weer Mouth, fſofree :; 
Are fiweeter than the ſweets, that top, 
Sweetnel(s it {elf ro me. 
In ſhort, this is the man, 
He's altogether love, 
And altogether lovely ; can 
You find me ſuch a Dove? 
You Daughters, this is he - 
This my Beloved is: 
No tongue can teach, no Language can 
- Expreſs that love of his: 
The drops that fxlls the Seas, 
Go count them one by one, 
Then joyn the number, if you pleaſe, 
| Of Stats, till there be none. 
* Tothelſe the Safhids, the Hairs, 
| All th' objects of the fight ; 
Hyperbolize Immenſity, 
And run to infinite. | 


Tin 


| 


| 
[ 
"0 


| 


Ti 


T2 2 


This my beloveu ._ 
He is the Total Sum 

Of all perfection 3- and the Bliſs 
Of all that co him come. 


— —_— 


Hints Cap. 5. Laus Deo. 


CANT. VI. r. 
Whither is thy beloved.gone, 'Q thou faireſt a- 
mong women ? whither u« thy beloved turned 
aſide ? that we may ſeek, him with thee ? 


_ HYMN 09. 


GTrange character, as e're we heard ! 


Bur 1s he ſo indeed ? 
We'lſeek him too, if this be true, 
We'l ſeek him with all ſpeed. 
This is the Man that.onely can | 
Pur all things out of doubt : 
«hat will be Joy, and Heav'n to ug, 
If we can find him out: : 
Come then and let's together ſeek him, 
As hungry men their food. |; 
And if it be our Bliſs co meet him, 
He'l be our chiefeſt good. 
0 how our hearts -are ſet on fire ! 
Pray help us {eek _ too : 


© how we burn with hot deſire. 


* Thus have | ſeen 


( 222 } 


_ Well (ſeekas well as you: 

My foul ! delires get dehires, 
As Bellows blow the Flame 

As I have ſeen, where wood is green 
And Coals to Billers came. 

*Tis all the glory Mortals can, 
Bring to the bleſſed Jeſus, 

To others to commend his Name, 
Whoſe matchleſs worth will pleaſe us. 


—___ I 


Anotner to the Tune of Pal. 50. 


S this the Chriſi———The jover cf thy ſoul] ? 

Is this the Blefſt———— Whoſe lots thou doſt condole ! 
Theſe praiſes high Have fet our hearts on fire : 
Let us come nigh We burn with hor defire. (us, 
We' ſeek him too We know not where to mend 
We'l go with you =——[f you'l ſo far befriend us. 

O happy day ——Thart e're we met wich you, 
To lead the way ——J] —If what you ſpeak be true; 
This 15 the man ——[f we can fied him our, 
Thar only calzg— Put all things out of doubt : 
O, this 15 he: — Whom if we find, we find 
All things that be——— And can eerici the mind. 
My Soul! 'tis good -Deſires per deſires ; 

"Ts others ford .——As fire kindles fires : 

The Bellows raiſe a flame, 
When wood was green——And Coals to Billets came. 


*Tis a!l the glory Poor Worms ca bring to ]eſus 
| (pleaſe us 
To lay before ye — The match-jeſs worth ma) 


- CANT}. 


TTY 5. ON." I” 
deat 


| 70 gather lithes, 
| 
| 
| 
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nou ant en mn” ———_——  — Mc, 


CANT. VI. 2. 


Ay betoved 1s gone down into his garden, te 
rhe veds of ſpices, to feed in the garden, and 


H Y MN 100. 
hy then, and let us go 


Into his Gardens, where - 
| The Spices (mell, and Lillies grow. 
And we ſhall aad him there, 
Where fruitful People meet, 
. -As Lilly-roots abound : 
In Beds all plac'd, and Spices ſweet, 
There he1s to be found. 
Where he may feaſt himſelf 
Wirth moſt Divine dehight, 
| And have the (weeteſt taſts of love z 
Where Saints ineet in his fight. 
Where holineſs abounds, 
And where his Spirit breathes, 
And where his Fathers Praiſes foundsz 
With theſe his Life he leads. 
Come then, and let us go. 
And leave theſe barren Fields ! 


[<5] For here's no Flow'r, no Fruit, and fo 


may} Notiing true Pleaſure yeilds. 


| G 2 The MW 


( 124 ) 
The World's a barren Heath ; 

| The Church his Garden is. 

8. And all his Saints are all his Plants ; 
His Preſence is their bliſs. 


© ——t— a _ 


CANT. VE 3 


T- am my beloveds, and my beloved x mine : he 
feeaeth among the lillies. 


HYMN 10: 


O What a mercy 'tis, that I - . 
Deſerted thus ſhould feel a glance 
Of love dart from his plea(ing*eye, 
Thus wounded by deſertions lance ! 
. Ive loſt him; yet find a ray, 
That drives my fright and fears away : 
Howere, I pine in bitterneſs ; 
I'm ſure he's mine, and Iam his. 
Thus have I ſeen a ſudden ray, 
Diſpel che Clouds and gild the day: 
Linder Vine-ieaves a cluſter hid, 
And faith that can all fears outbid. 
How bright is Faich in Bridal-robe, 
Whoſe Jaoguage is, My Lord, my God! 
My Chriſt, whom I Monopolize, 
'E. And can him call my only prize ! 


There 


"> 


s ( 


| 1 fay, he'smine, and I am his, 


* Aad in it grow-————Scald with a holy kiſs. 


(185) 


There is in that ſame pronoun My, 
A choice and ſweet Divinity. 
What 1s a glorious God to me, 
It I can't lay my claim to thee ? 


And humbly ſeal ir with a kiſs: , 
Angels is Heaven for none but you ? 
O ! this to me is Heaven too, 


Another tothe Tune of Pfal. 50. 


Leſs me my Ged—— What beam of Heaven is this ? 
Diſplay'd abroad---The day deſertion is : 


I've loſt my Love——— ard yer I find a ray, 

Dart from above-- That drives my frights away, 

I'm ſure he's mine I am ſure Iam Inss 

Howe're I pine And mourn in Bitterneſs, 

Thus have I ſeer ——The Sun by ſudden ray ; " 
The clouds conrethn \nd ſhine and gild the day. 

There is a cluſtzr [Under the Vine-leaves hid, 


Wien faith {ha!l muſter-- And falſe fears our bid. 

How bright 1s Faith—— When inthe Bridal robe, 

A full blown Faith——— Whoſe Language is, 4 God: 
My Chrift is all————— Whom I Monopolize, 

And can him call My Love, my only Prize, 
And ſay, I know——— He's mine, andI am his: : 


Angels adm're ————Is Heaven for none but you 7 . 
Let me aſpire ——©O, this is Heaven too * 


G 3 CANT. 


( 226 ) 


CANT. VE x 


Thou art beautiful, my love, as Tirzah : as 
comely as Jeruſalem : rerrible as an Army 


with bahners. 


HYMN 10. 


= now unvail my ſelf, 
[1! cloud my love no longer, 
Tllnow appear to quench your thirſt, 
And ſatisfie your hunger. 
I love thoſe holy Fires, 
That kept themſelves alive ; 
When almoſt drown'd with Seas of Tears, 
Thy Graces yet did thrive. 
Thou art all fair, my Love ; 
- - Thonart fo very comely: 
>. Thou art to me ſo beautiful, 
| ThatI admire thee only. 
+ Like Ti-24/'s famous City, 
- , Where Kings did keep their Courts, 
Or like that fair Feruſalem, 
-- Whoſe ſtrong impregnant forts ; 
Whole terror (truck their foes, 
| Made them to fly the place: 
” Such is thy Valour, O my Love, 
- . Such Thunder in thy Face. 


Rome, 


my 


me, 


( 127.) 
Rome, Hell, the World and Fleſh, 
The Devil, Death and Sin : 
Under thy Hand co trembling ſtand, 
Such terrors are they 1n. 
It was my ſtrength, not thine, 
That bare ſo dark a teſt : 
The ſtrength is mine, by which thou ſhalt 
Soon vanduith all the reſt. 


Another to the Tune of Pſal. Io4. 


Hou art fair, my Love, 
Thou art very comely, 
Thou art beautiful ; 
I admire thee on]y. 
Tirzah's famous City, | 
Where Kings kept their Conrts,. 
Makes mie think on thee, 

Whole impregnant forts 
Terror-ſtrike thy Foes, 
, Conquer all that come ; vi 
With chy Swords and Shields, -\&f 

Battering Hell and Rome. io 
World, Fleſh, Devil, arid 

Sin, Death, trembling ſtand : 
Nothing ſtands before [| 

Thy Victorious hand. \TH8 
CG 4. Thy. Jl 


( 1) 
Thy Arms Armies are, 
Thy Faith a ſharp Spear. 
All thy Graces are 
Swords to make them fear : 
Such art thou, my Love, 
With thee is my ſtrength : 
' Armi'd by me, thou ſhalt 
Conquer all at length. 


CANT. VI.s. 


Turn away thine eyes from me, for they hart | 
overcome me 


HYMN 103. 


Aint, turn away thine eyes from me, 
For they. do overcome me. 
' Thy piercing Eye-beams wound my heart ; 
| Turn them, O turn them from me. 
Tis not thy fleſhly Eyes, my Dear, 
For they are my diſguſt : 
No betrer they than filthy Styes, 
And Caterers for Luſt. 
But *tis thoſe inward Eyes that pierce me; 
Thoſe ſouly beams of Light, 
That ſearching eye of ſtrong Delire, 
+ That found me in the Night. _ 
IF « 


a7} 


| 


(12977 
That ſhot its rays about the dark; 
And ſparkled all with Fire : 
And that ſame Eye of Faith it was- 
The life of thar deſire, 
Thar was fo reſtleſs till-it found - 
[es truly long'd-for Jeſu ; - 
And was well-nigh in ſorrow drown'd;,' 
Till 1 had ſaid, T'1]I eaſe you. 
| Eyes that were turned unto me, 
\ WhenlT was turned from thee, 
| Have mage me fear the letting out 
| Otfrcoo much Love upon thee. - 


—— 


Another to the Tune of Pſal. 104; 


TLirn away thine eyes, 
They do overcome me : 
Beauty in them lyes, 
Marchleſs ; turn them from me. 
_ Eyes are tempting things, 
Morrtals find them (o : 


| Eyes have conquer'd Kings, 


Brought their Scepters low- 
T wen fleſhly yn : 
ey aremy diſguſt : 
They are fa! Styes, 
They are darts * Luft, 
J 


3 "73 
* That Eye of Defire, 

That did find me ont : 
And ſparkling with fire, 
Shot its rays abour. 

 Reſilefs, ill it found 
* tts beloved Jeſu, 

And in Sorrow drown'd, 
T1] TI faid -I'l eaſe you. 
That ſame Eve of Faith, 

* Whoſe bright: darts could kill 
All that Sorrow, faith, 

Hopeleſs truſting fill. 
Eyes that turned to ime, 
Whenl curndaway: 

O, theſe eyes undo me, 

Conquering get the day. 
I fear, O my Saints, 

I ſhould Love too much : 
My heart ſtrongly pants : 
Love to you is ſuch. 


Cnr) 


CANT. VI. 5 


' —Thy hair ts a flock, of goats that appear from: 
mount Gilead. 


HYMN 104 


NOY } will praiſe her for her hair, 
The modeſt covering of her head ;- 
The emblem of that Loyalty, 
Thar in ſubjection's hand is lead. 
' | Her hairs like Counters ; caſt the ſam, - 
| Numberieſs numbers of her (ins, 
* And having waiht my feet with tears; 
With hairs to wipe them lhe begins. 
The Goats on Gileads mountains bear 
A long and ſoft, and uſeful hair : 
But no ſuci Hair as-hers, whoſe trefles- 
Adorns her face with pleaſing dreſſes: . 
| Wotothe Crown of Pride, whoſe hair, 
Whoſe long and buſhy Locks declare; 
A bruitiuh Cuſtom every where, 
And only uſed for a Snare. 
The long hair'd Gallants of theſe times, 
\T,; Wear Horſes mains on humane Faces : 
Turn men to Monſters, and the work . 
Of God and Nature much diſgraces. 


132) 

God in a buſh did once appear, 

- But in their buſh hath never been : 
They'l never leave till Satan come, 
And thruſt a burning Candle in. 


T*HE covering of her head, 
With which ſhe is beſted. 
Her hair, the embleme is 
Of lovely Loyalty ; 
Subjection under me : 
O whatan honour 'tis: 
With theſe {he caſts the ſums, 
As well it her becomes, 
The number of her {ins : 
And having waſh't my feet, 
With hair, a Towel meer, 
To wipe them ſhe begins. 
Wo to the Crown of Pride, 
Who to her Sins beſide, 
" Hathaddedevery where, 
* Snch loathſome heads oi hair, 
Us'd only for a Snare, 
To thoſe that fooliſh are: 
That marry Horſes mains, 
To humane Heads; whoſe gail s 


Another to the Tune of Plal. 111, 


T ey 


( 137 } 


They muſt receive in Hell : 
God in a Buth was ſeen, 
But never hath he been, 


Where this proud Buſh doth dwell. 


| — 


CANT. VI. 2. 
| Thy teeth arc as a flock of ſheep, which gocth 


up from the waſhing, whereof every one bear- 
eth twins, and there is not one barren among 
ther. . | 


HYMN 10cx. 

| M7 Spouſe, T1! add, to praiſe thee more, 
And will repeat again : 

Think not, that i']} abate my Love. 

__ Dittaſted at thy (19. Spb 
Thoſe teeth are watht and double ſer, us; 
They eat my Fleſh and Blood : ; 

) Tam thy ſpiritual food of Life. 
I am thy chieieit good. 

Thy grinders are thy Fai:h in me, 
Thy Faith a ſtomach hath. 

. þ O, how l love to ſee thee teed ! 

| How lovely is thy Faith ? 

Il waſh thy teeth in Milk, and be 

A Breaſt, a Feaſt, a Tadie, 


- 


, ( 134 ) 
A Saviour to thy Faith and Thee : 
- Fearnot, for I am able. 
I'll make thy Faith bring forth her fruits, 
As twinning Sheep their young : 
Fi! water both the ſiem and roots, 
And then I'll freely come: 
Pl come with joy and great delizhr, 
To ſee my Flocks a feeding, 
As ſhepherds uſe; Ii! bleſs my fight, 
To ſee my Sheep a breeding. 


Another to the Tune of Plal. 11 1. 


| Ji praiſe my Church yet more, 
- To what I ſaid before 3 
I with repeat again, 

She ſhajl nor chink that T, 

Cauſe the was faulty, fly, 
- Or in Afﬀection wane. 

Her teeth wherewith ſhe chews 

Ker food, that Life renews, 

Are walht and double ſet ; 

Tam her ſpiritual food, 
I am her chiefeſt good : 

ll never her forger. 
Her grinders are her Faith, 
Her Faith a ftomack hatb, - 


To| 


| Cry 
To feed upon my Fleſh ;. 
The waſhing is my blood : 


} FIl cleanſe her in that flood, 


And ſo her foul refreſh. 


Her Faith is fruitful roo, 
| More than falſe faith can do, 


Or barren doubts and fears : 
She eats my Fleſh, and drinks 


' My Blood, and no man thinks 


What lovely Fruits (he bears: 


— . 2A > > - WD 


CANT. VI. 7. 


| As a piece of a pomegranate are thy temples with- 


jn t hy locks. 
H Y MN 106. 
Aveyounot been, where you have ſeen 
The rec and bluſhing Pomegranate, 
All overſpread with Roly-red, 
| As natures bounty cid create ? 
Her Face a Virgins bluſh adorns, 
Spread with all ruby baſhfulnels : 
A Face of Braſs the highly fſcorns, 
Bur comelineſs commends her dreſs. 
No criſp profanes her modeſt hair ; 


Content with Natures Ornament, . | 
one 


O_o —_— 


But comelinels commends thy dreſs. 


( 136 ) 
She-ſcorns to go profanely bare, 
Or give © Pride a foolith venr. 

Tis Nature. not-bale Art adorns her : 
No Hypocrite in Face or Heart; 

A painted piece, Religion fcorns hers 
The Hypocrite 2ad God mwuit parc. 
She blutherh, *cauſe the cannce bluth; * 
And fears, becaule ihe fears no more. 

Senle of her Sin doth always fluſh 

Her modelt Face, and grieve her ſore. 
My Sou! ! this Conlternation due, 

Becomes the holy Virgin-Brice ; 

Of that ſame bieecing Lover, who 

For thy Salvacion dy'd. 


Another to the I une of Plal. 112. 


[ L Ave yournot been where you have ſeen, 


Thered and bluſhing Pomegranate, 
All over{pread with Roſy red, 
As Natures bounty did create ? 
Thy Cheeks and Temples, O my Spouſe, 
Modeſty crowns, and fo thy Brows : 


''Thy Face a Virgin bluſh adorns 


Spread with a ruby baſhfulneſs ; 
A face of Braſs thoa highly ſcorns, 


WE 


| 


( 137) 
Thy Guilt and Sin in which fo blame, 
As with a Pencil paints thy ſhame. 
No Criſp prophanes thy modeſt hair ; 


| Content with Natures Ornament ; 


Thou ſcorn'ſt to go prophanely bare, 


| Or give to pride a fooliih vent : 


'Tis Nature, not baſe Art adorns thee: _ 
A painted piece, Religion ſcorns thee. 
'My Soul this conſternation due 
Becomes the holy Virgin-Bride, 
Of that ſame bleeding Lover who, 
For thy Salvation gladly dy'd. 
Bold ſteps in Sin, let me not trace; 
Bur guilty, hide my bluſhing Face. 


CANTET, YVES: 


. There are threeſcore gneens, and fourſcore conca- 


bines, and virgins without number, 


'| Ver. 9. My dove, my undefiled 15 but one * ſhe 


zs the onely one of her mother, ſhe is the choice 
one of her that bare her. 


H Y M N 107. 


] Am no Bigamiſt, 
| have no Concubines, 


It's onely one Church I admit; 


One Child ; I have no Twins - 


( 138 ) 
My Church is more to me, 
And (o ſheever ſhall, ; 
Than all things in the world that be 

Could I prevail art all. 
CouldI but gain her Love, 
My heart would Captive be, 
And all my Pains, would be my gains, 
My Croſs, my Melodie. 
Let there be Threeſcore Queens, 
And Fourſcore Concubines, 
And Virgins numberleſfs, that catch 
Fools in their ſnaring gins. 
My Loved 1s but one, 
That one is more than they - 
There js more worth in her alone - 
The Sun"tis makes it day, 
Away falſe Beauties all, 
My" loved one, is Oae ; 
I love bur one, and ſhe thall call 
Her ſelf, my Spouſe alone. 


Another. 


ber. 


'This one of mine outſhines the Day, 


.| All cheſe in the ſaine Ocean met, 


Kingdoms her greater Members prove, . 


( 139 ) 


a © <—_— 


Another to the Tanevf Plal. 113. 


Y Church is more tome than at 
The things that are, or ever (hall : 

 Myheart's a Captive toher Love, 

me held in theſe defir'd chains, 

As recompenc'd for all my pains; _ 

Could I but her Aﬀections move. | 
Let there be Threeſcore Queens in Thrones, 
And Fourſcore Concubines at once,. - 

And Virgins numberleſs alſo, ' 


She 1s but one, yet more than they ; 
And more to me, as Angels know. 
Thus ſeveral Members in one Man, [| 
Epicomiz'd into a ſpan, | || 
Concenter ſtill to make him one : I 
Thus Seas have many Rivers, yet ' 


Make up bur one Reception : 
50 is my undefiled Love, 


And lefler Churches are her parts 3 
And every Saint a Member is : 
And they are many, yet all this 
Is but one Center-neſt of hearts. 


( 140 ) 
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CANT. VI. 9. 
The Daughters ſaw her, and bleſſed her ; Un 


che queens and the concubines, and they praj 


ed her. | b 


HY MN 108. 


HY lovely are my precious Saints 
In others Eyes, as well as mine ! 
Let Balazm ſpeak : or elſe let thoſe 
That never found her yet Divine ! 

*Tis eaſte to commend the way - 
No man can ſpeak againſt the Truth ; 
The natural Conſctence hath a ray : 
Bur happy he the Chaſe purſu'th : 
' *Tis hard to yield the heart: but why 
Should not the heart be yielded 2 when 
The way of Saints, the beſt of ways, 


And they are (ure the be{t of Men? 
And why not yield the heart > when as 
The God of Saints, the beſt of Gods, 
And his Love is the belt of Loves, 
And their Loves are the beſt, by odds?. 
@ome all ye Angels of the Heavens, 
Come all the World, [1] joyn with you: 
Come help me Love, my loved Prize: 
I love her; do you Love her too. 


Let 


( 141 ) 
Let Queens admire their own delires : 
And Concubines their luſtful fires : 
Fli love my own, and onely Love, 

; "0 And nothing thall my Heart remove. 


, 


Pra 


| Another ro rhe Tune of Pal. 1 13, 


5  FTHE people fair her ſparkling Rays, 
And did upon her Beauty gaze, 
| And cail'd my Church a blefled one ; 
nd Queens ana Concubines, whole hearts 
ad never felt what love imparts, 
3 | Yet ſpake her commendation. 
Thus. Ba/aam cry'd, How comely are 
Thy Tents, O //rac! > how fair ? 
. | Yet had no heart to yield che fort. 
el FT eafie tocomm end the way 
The natura! conſcience hath a ray : 
But O! 'ris hard co yield the hearr. 
ind why not yeild the heart now 2 When 
y Saints are {ure the belt of men ; 
; | And this their way the beſt of ways? 
dS?.[heir God the beſt of Gods, and when 
Their Work the beſt of ' works, and then 
YOM] The-belt of Joys for endlcls days ? . 
&&- [Et Queens admire their own delires, 
Le ind Concubines their luſtful fires, 


5 


And 


( 142 ) 
And Virgins dote on whom they pleaſe. | 
Pl] love my own and only Love, 
And nothing ſhall my heart remove; 
*Tis thine my Dove, here take the Keys. 
\ 0 


_— 


CANT. VI. 10. 


Who #* ſhe that looketh forth as the mornin; 
fair as the moon, clear us the ſun, terrible 
an army with banners ? | 


HYMN 109. 


\WEicome the time, that brings the news 
| Of the Returning of the Fews : 
Whoſe Kings are all in Armour dreſt, 
And S197: toes are diſpoſleſt, 
A new cr&i:ed people, waich 
Unlookrt- for, thall che World enrich, 
And give my Foes a final fall, 
And rake the Nations tremble all. 
This is the lovely Morning-light, 
That breaks out of a dark{ome Night ; 
And gradually advanceth forth, 
Like. to che Sun's reſplendent worth, 
Heirs of the Promiſe, *tho kept out ; 
 » Whoſe are the Covenants, no doubt, 
Tho long ſequeſtred for their fan, " 
And ſad the caſe that they were in. 


( 143 ) 
e. [o, now the Morning twilight dawns, 
And they come marching o're the lawns. 
Equip't for blood, like men of War 3 
ys. | Their fleeping Souls awak'ned are. 
_Þ, whata glorious fight is this !- 
O what a heart rejoicing 'tis ! 
| That thoſe that ata diſtanceRood ; 
nin} Return the purchaſe of my. blood ! 


ble al. 


—_—_— ——— _ 
*% 


Anether to the Tune of Plal. 113. 


ew, 0 
» | EWS from the Confines of the Eaf?, } ut 
There Kings in Armour all are dreſt, if 
To make the Nations tremble ail. q | [| 
» [new created People, which bl | [IE 
nlook for, thall the World enrich, | 
And give my Foes a final fall. il || 
(his is a lovely Morning-light, 
C3 [hat breaks out of a darkſome Night, 
And gradually advanceth forth : 
rſt, as the Moon in dusky fair, 
[hen as the Sun with light moſt clear : 
, | Who's this and what her ſplendent worth? 
elrs of the Promiſe, tho kept out ; 
noſe are the Covenants, no doubr, 


Is 


Tho $3 


= 


( 144 ) 


O! what a glorious fight is this? 
O ! what a heart-rejoicing *ris, 


In ail my Saints compleated is, 
And Fews and Gentiles coaleſce, 
That heretofore at diſtance ſtood ! 


Tho long ſequeſtred for their fin; ” © 1 
Eo, now the Morning twilight daiwns,-- 
And they come marching ore the lawns, 

From out the Dungeons they were in. : . 


2 That now the purchaſe of my Blood, 


OG —S 


CANT YL 165 


budaed. 
HY MN 110. 


] Ouſe thee, O 1/rae,. 
A Child of the Valtey, where. 
- - Pur from the preſence of the mate 
Sad thy rejetings were. ' 
O chou baſt been co me, 
Garden of Nuts : ſo hard, 


_ All comforts were debir'd, 


I went down into the Garden of Nuts, tot 
the fruits of the Valley, and to ſee'whethr 
the Vine flouriſhed, and the Pomegranat 


| | Sodry, ſuch husky Shells ; from thee | | 


Ther 


| 


*N( 
) 


Sy} 


SS * > 
a 
—— y 


Ln 


F 7 \ X 
/[No Tongue cen tel, 


{15£ neſted from 
| CPE 


7 
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There was a Kernel, bur 
Tizere was no coming at it, 


1] By unbelief thou wert, as if 


For thy deſtruction fatted. 
At laſtI heard in thee, # 
A ratling of che bones, 


| Acif they would together come 3 


pd re2! 11gS and groans. 
1:1 99 con VN and 1 ſee 
Vhetner the Vines are g20d, 
And Graves 12bound, and give us hope 
And ihe Pomegrarates bud, 
If ſo, the work 1s done 
Thy Foes are put to flight 
To Rocks and Mountains hats ſhall run, 


For thelter, if they night. 


OO INE —_— 
- _— - —n—_— a 


—O— 


Anotier to the Tune of Plal. 124. 
Tiract, 


Child of the Valley, where 
11 


What's thy affticted ſtate, 
nce of i! {1y Mate : 


ns iutt, 
off my fear, 


-—_ 


ry, , [4 
bt / 4 


gd 
<= 
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ST - Þ 
7 ; ; 
= © ” 


( 140 } 
Thou'ft been to me; 
Garden of Nuts ſo hard, 
So dry, ſuch Husks, | 
Could'ſt not be opened * 
. Kernel there wasg. - 
But none upon it fed : 
Thy unbeliet 
Did thy return retard ; 
And lighting me, 
Thy Prayer was not heard. 
At aft, I hear 
A ratlings of the Bones, 
As if they'd come | 
Together ſuddenly : 
Thy Ged will come, 
And fee how all things lye. 
Is it athing | 
That's reaÞ?: Are there groans, 
And tears and fruits, 
And ſ{upplications ? - 
O, doth the: Vine rf 
Fi ourith | the Grapes abound, 
And give us-hopes?/ . -; 
Do the Pamegranates bud? 
Hath God: infpir'd - | 
Their hearts with real zaod 2: 
Thy God will come, 
If theſe be ijn thee found, .- - 
nd lead thee forth; 37 236i Mil 
: With ſafery thee ſatround, 


| 


Te 


(147 ) 


| 2 nd RS a> R - e——_ — 


CA N T. - VI 22; | 
Or ever I wa; aware, a calmatt nels the 
chariots of Am inadib. 1 2000 


H Y MN: 113. 2 


10 N.awake-t the day is'come; = 
Rouſe aS 4 Liow from thy den $ 7 52 
Tir alarm ſounds,” thartie're gid' TR | 
_ My Spirit is up, Awaken ther» 42 
You Angels get your Chariots ready,'s | | 
Prepare you for this long'd-for day: 
Halt, hait, ny: T am Greft already: 
My youls a wing, I cannot ayv” 
Amminadibs Chariots: -ove faſt 551 | 
But never arove fo faſt-as mine ©: 5 7 
 Amminadib w2s not 1nuch haſty-! 
Nor flew to faſt on wings of time. ' -- 
Art wy ing God,ia willing-People, : 
__ H0t upon the ſamedefign's © i - 
Thney'r both agreed there's nota'ſcrupie, 
To interpoſe to vihile off: times: 
Our Hearts are Gif ter chan our Charers:; 
We'l both conſpire from our places : 
Thou here, and I from lofty Garrets, 
We 2 1 itt this World from off ifg-bals' 


Hz 296! 7: F 


/ 
( 149 Y. 


My Soul FORE, ; wat haſte he ſpeed 
To fetch his Captives out of INTE 
With winged flames to help their needs, 
That pickled lay in Salt and Gall, 


Srinad —_ 


Another to the Tune of Pal. 124. 


P >uſe.! there is life, 
a Thelong'd-for day 1s come : 
Th Alarm ſounds, 
Where itnere ſo ſounded yet : 
Their hearts have ears, 
They're pierced to the-quick, 
 Tilgow godown, --* * | 
And do what's to be dones 
My heart's on fire; 
Fl: be their Light and Sun. 
You blefled An- 
gels, get you Chariots ready : 
My Royal Spirit 
[5s up, I muſt away : 
My Soul is all- 
A-wing, 1 cannot (tay : 
Amminadab, 
That drove ſo fa? and (teddy, 
Had not my haſt : 
Come, 1 am dreſt already. 


. UW 
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| A willing God, 
| _A willing People mer, 
With rel01un- 
| i 
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With what a haſt he ſpeeds, 


| Tofetch his Poor, 


His Captives out of (ral, 
| This many years, 

Pickled in Salt and Gall! | 
He comes 2main, AY 
And drives his fery Steeds, 

Like w inged fames, 
To help chem at their needs. 


% 
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- " ch ns "0 0" 2 
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CANES: 


Return, returs, O'Shatamite s return, return! 
that we may 10k p31 thee: what wil ze fee 
1m the Shulamite f as # were the company of 
10 armies, 


HY MN r12; 


| po return, O Shulamite 
A2\ Keturn, returnto me: 
Thy God would bring thee back again ; 5 
77t)1 Tab waits for thee: 
"Twill be the Nations wonder, when 
The Po wr of this Command 
Shall knit thy Sinews, giving Lite 
An d Vigor to thy hand: 
his Voice, Retiern, ſhall rouſe thee up 
, From ceid leep thou art under, 
2 Spirit thy benumined Limbs : 
*Tis like th E voice of thunder. 
Ware, Judab gird thy Harneſs on : 
Wake to tie Parrel now :? 
WW aKE Sons joyn thy forces with 
Tory lifter 7rdiths, bow. 
Two Armies, like two foods all tiyiſt 
_ Their ſtreams of hre together, 


» 


__ ITED 


» 
LS er th. at bi cnt —_ 


Pon Br ondueids - HOME, 


And þ 


Pr} WTR CO OI IT WERE 


nd | 


\ Hawn IR 


4 » 
or. Lane art ts at 2 


7 ME noni. + SORE TT 


And drink 


And make their Glory wit 
i} Proud 3be! now thatl rumpie.cown. 
\nd all h er Kings (hall fall”: 


( [158 ) 


« the {tnfal Nations up, 


ther, 


| Now. PANTICATIIE | athrun her: Tace: 


Sha] 111 DeNo More at. all, 


: » 
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Return thou 12 avg. 
Ber of {fair r S16 1 t uit: - 
Q, how I long / 


My Soul 1 is fainti agtill, | 
Thy God.ſhail bring. 

Thee back, ;and. inake the 
4 With love. 1g thy. | 
- "Tp 1al dear, 2nd mourn. 


Urn, ren. 
e the Nations wonder - 
tou ice] | 


Now bale 


Iii give it {0 1 _ 


oh * $*7% 
& \end, 


: na &t 4 g 73 "F” [4 E # } 
+HCF TU 6170-4 Lie on P{4j. 12 


Durn 


he Pow r of tis: command : 


my 
. 


T hou f Þ 21t it not, vath land : 


Til 


a7; 


ſpirit ciacs 


word 


H 4 


th life, a and make it thuader,. 
And bart thee from 


That dead ſleep thou art. under... TT7ESE. 
Wake 


( 152 ) 

yVake Judah, wake, 

And girt thy Harneſs on : 
Wake /(ral, wake, 

Wake to the Battel now : 
1} give the World s 

To thee ; thy armies £00, 
Sh2ll | Crink the {1n- 

ful Nations up, and come 
And ovild their Trophies 

$1955 Mount UPOIl, 
Now 15 tne time, 

Ten ſhall a thouſand ciaſe-: 
Proud Babe! now 

Sha}l rumble down before ye : 
111 make ner TROOP. 

And all her Kings adore ye. 
Now Antichr rift, _ | 

Thou'ſt run thy curſed races 
Now Tjract, 
Strike home, ard take their place, 


2 
f 
| 
| 
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| 
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CANT. VIL r. Wh Wa 


How veantiful are thy feet "wth ſhots, 0 Pr ivt- 
ces daughter }'#ht: yes of thy- thiehs are 
like jewels, the work, of- the Kanas of 4 Cher? 
ning workman. 


HYMN 113 


Om: Princes: Daugliter coine, n+ 
: Born of the Royal Blboy-+e. ot et ! 
My Father i is thy. Father; avhol | 
To ferve's thy chieteſt £009, - 
I lee tizy feet are thot. | tt | 
VWith preparation for ISS 
A lweet retutging-to'thy: Godz: F mw _” 
Whom once thou aidlt abbr. \ 4 
How welcome'are thy g01Ngs 7. 
How beautiful thy feet ? 
Theſe buds that bloſſom from thy doIngs> | 
To me are dearly {weer. 
Th _ *nat a ſtep thou cakeſlt, 
ards thy pain dear 3 
But. —_ Jewel to enrich 
FT he World both far and near. - 
Jeirels are not ſo rich 
As Reps that in. 51 
H 5 


( 154 ) 
2 15 enougit'ro raiſe a pitch. OR 314 
© Of Love I never had. or! 


Pride not thy: ſelf for this ;. - | ul 


Let me have all the praiſe, 


Who to thy _ did {trenge!1 confer. "7 | 


And cid © his Building raiſe. LO0r | 


© ROT LE TESTES". 


- Xaother tothe Tune of Plal, 125, 


nr Daughter, born of Royal blood, 

The King of Heav'n thy Father is ; 
He now awakes thee with a kiſs: 
Theday is come fo long withſtood. 

Thou arr to him fo dear, #| 
 Thounever needeſt fear. 
7 ſee thy welcome feet areſhod, vel 
With preparation from above : cw: 
Thou that oidſt hate, begin'ſt to Love,” - 
A feet returning to thy God. 

How weicomeare thy goings * 
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6 welcomeare thy doings? | 


The buds that blofſomfrom-thy feer} --../| 
Thevery Bones that turn and move 3. {|| 
In th' hollow of thy Thighs Flovgs: | © tf 
Alltheſe ro meiare rarely ſweer. 

lewels are not f{o rare, | 


Nor can v::th them compate. 
Pride | 
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1} Pride not thy (elf, give God the-Praiie;- 
'TF That is the great Arrtifcer,!- 
{[} Did to thy ſteps this ſtrength confer, .. 
;\* And did this hopeful Building raiſe. 

| To him: thou ow'ſt thy birth, + 
| And more than thou: art worth . 
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CANT. VII. 2. 

Thy navel u hke a round Goblet, which wart- 
' eth not liquor: thy belly is like an heap of 

» | wheat, ſet about with lilies. ' 5 
f 93 - 
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#1 OW I will tellrhe World the wonder: 
A barren Church grows fruitful « the 
11/] From whom in many hundred years, | 
* || Thad no Children born co me. 
- | Her Navel like a fountain fiil'd, 
Held Goblets of infuiled Grace : - 
|| Her pregnant Belly breeds a ſtock ; 
| Like heaps of Wheat her-mumber was. -. 
'| Nations are bormartionces they flock 
: | To heras Dovesto Windows vet-:-: 
'! This isa Harveſt to the'Lord, | 
| Exceeding what he e'rehad yer. | 
| When thouſands could Converſion date, - 
| From ſome one Sermons powerful word :: 5 - 
ge 3b Thus: 


"" LW 1 
3 inis done 18 $5025 infant- {iate; 
What will her manhood then afford *- 
Go Gentiles, go, your cate condole, 
A thouſand Sermons, {carce one Soul. 
Thy Teachers tiſh;. and nothing catch; 
i hey:knock;' bur wholifrsup che latch #: 
But T1 unite you unto thoſe, 
Shall creaſe your numbers as their own : 
They ſþall be drops where Vater flows, 
Or grains 1a heaps of Wheat become, 
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N Ow I will tell the Worid a wonder, 
4 N The barren Church grows fruitful : the 
From whom for many kundred yeats, 
i had no Chilaren born to.me -: 
But now ſhe fertile grows; 
; .. Ker numbers no man knows. © 
Nations are born at once: they flock 
To her, as Doves to window's get : 
Her Pregnant Belly bears a ſtock, 
For numbers like the grains of Wheat : 
1 And theie like Lillies white, +. 
Are pure. 10 wy fagintc! + 114 
This1s a Harveſt to the Lord 5 
Beyond it felf in infant-ate, 
When thouſends could converſion date 
- From (ome one Sermon's powerful _ 
Fl 10 
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Tho ſince none ſuch hath been, » 
P!! makeit ſo agen: ...: 

You Gertiles 0, your cale condoie : 

A thouſand Sermons, ſcarce a Sout : 

Thy Teachers fijh, and noehiog-anch:: 

They knock, but none lifts vp _ Lach: 
T'!l fertile mercies/broach_' 5:11; 
And take away Reproadk. R 

I will unite you unto thoſe... Ach 2% 

Shall *creaſe your numbers as their own: 

They thall like drops, where water flows; 

Or grains in heaps of Wheat become; 

A Joyful day to Sion: 
A Pillow ſoft tolye: ON.” 


_ ——_— 


| CANT. vlL ; 


Thy two vreaſs's ate Pe two yarngiy roes that are 
£118 
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—HY breafts fraltaive their milk to Kings 

f And Princes be nursd: up by:thee:: 
Tyrants !: there:{hall be no 1uch things: ! 
By, Thine {hall: Kingdoms bled bes. EN: 

Thy Nobles ſhall the Sceprers {way, :'-:. '- | 

'T he Croyns& Thrones ſhall all-be: chi ii 
10ie I 


( 159 } 
Thole that will not thy feed obey, - | 
Shail rue tne day in Blood and Tears: - [| 

When 1 the Tyrants cauſe to ceaſe Slos 
This ſhall produce a world of peace : 
No more t{hall men for fearing God | 
Taſt the Red-Dragons ſmarting Rod: - 

Salvation {hail for Bulwarks ſtand, 

And Walls of Fire about thy place : 
And God at all times near at hand, 
Shall ſate-Protect thy biefled race. 

Thy Brealts thail nurſe up Rulers ; ſo 

Paſtors according to my heart 
Shall be fo well infpir d and fir, 
That Souls they thall by ſhoals convert : 

And with this holy Seed thou ſhalc 

A!l under the broad Heavens fill : 

Thou ſhalc Jehovah's praiſe exalr, | 

And live according to his will. 
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i Breaſts ſhall give their milk to Kings, | 
Ani Princes be nurs'd up by thee : 
Tyrants ! there ſhall be no ſuch things : 
By thine ſhall Kingdoms ruled be. 
O: what A bliſs is this, 
The World at quiet 15. Rr 
hy. 
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| Thy Nobles ſhall thy Scepters ſway, 
The Crowns and Thorns ſhall all be theirs ; 
\ Thoſe that will not thy Seed obey | 
| Shall rue the day in blood and tears. 
| O whata bliſs is this ! 
The world at quiet is: 

When the Tyrants cauſe to ceaſe 
This ſhall produce a world of peace : 
! No more {hall men for ſerving God, 
| | Taſte the Red-Dragons ſmarting Rod : 

| Owhata bliſs is this ! 

The world at quiet 1s. 

Thy Breaſts ſhall nurfe'up Rulers: { 
Paltors according to my heart, 
| Shall be ſo well infſpir'd,” and fit, 
; That Souls they ſhall by Shoals Conyerrt : 

' Owhata bliſsis this ! 
| - The world atquiet is- 
And with this holy Seed thou ſhalr, 
All under the broad Heavens 611. 
Thou ſhalt Jehovah's praiſe exalic, 
And live according to his will : 
| O what a bliſs is this? 
s, | The worldatauiet-is.. 
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th ANT. VII. 4. 


Thy N co, is as a {ower of Tory, 
H Y M N 116, 


Toy Neck, O- Sion, 154 Tower: 
Ot w hiteſt Ivory : 
No more to bear the'pinching Yoak 
Of force and Tyranny. 
The Irons of Unlſcriptare MOCEs, TAS / 
And auk Impoſed:Forms, : + .::;x b 
No more ſball-galk:thy: feth. 20d: Sou!., | 
PII free thee from-thoſe-ſtorms. © 
The Idols now betake themſelves 
To Clifts.of craggy Rocks, . 10:4] 
Th v Gods rifen 2 Jight 35: come : | ; 114 
Ang fpient's a Pargdoxo ill 31008 
A riſe:and thine 210 Sion drefs thee: 
167 iS a -1caſant day, « 
And] thy CGodam come to-bleſs thee. . 
Send 23! thy fears aways 
O ler thy Stately;Neck;bþear up : 
T by Head advance ithigher 5, .. | 
Now alt thy-Yoaks are burit and burnt, 
Put on thy beſt Artire. * 
Admit ray ealte Yo, and think: 
Thy ſelf a free man there 
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Chain'd to my Laws, my Saints and me, _ 
Thy Neck receives no ſcar : | 
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C AN T. Vil. 4. 


— T hine Eyes are like the f Þ f;078s 17 Fethvon, 
vy the gate of Barb-rabbim — 


H Y MN 4 17, 


[17 m_ thy Plants,” Sernſalam: | 
2/vation's atthe door. 
Une thy latent Foanrains : weep 
711i thou canſt weep no more. 
Time was, when 2s of fenſe bereft 
Thou couldſt not broach'a tear; : 
But now che hardned Rocks are cleir, 
AnG Waters g11:1:ing there. | 
Thine Eyes like Hefbbons Piſh-pools fland.. 
VV 1thin Bath-rabhins gate, 
That moiftens the adjacent Land : 
And doth it fruitful make: 
[ love to fee that pierced hearr, 
fi Ton pterced me and mine: 
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| The tears that waſh my w ounded feet, 


To me are drops of Wine. 
Thou'ſt wept enough : now weep no more, 
0 90 reJovcing on: 
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CCC. AMET 
Fl b3niit7 ail thy. fearsand cares, 


And bid rhem all be gone. 
Repentince 5reaks t3yo hearts at ONCE 3: 
The Sinners _ (, and Mine ; 
Tho Sin be great, the Mercy-teat 


F 
1eart of thine. 
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To ice {2 Ti Leb aion, i 


Her ſtately Tower look 
Towards her great foe Datwaſrun and 
In reace each other. Drook, 
Damaſcis, and the VIOUnRT, 
Shall reach THEIT hauds, and joyH 3 
The Lin with the Lame ive COW, 
In this great day of thine. 
Thy Noſe Gall ſmell a ſweet 
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And breath a w elcome Air, to : Treet 
Their 1 reconciled bands, 


i And wouid rhe Churches now, 


Their breaches ſeek to cloſe : 


"3 Tde haſte and come and quickly turn 


The heart of all their foes. 

Would Saints anite yet more, 
And all their fires cover : 

['d make their Enemies yield themſelves, 
And bring Danaſcrs over. 
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CANT. VII. 5 


Thine head uton thee 8 like Carme!, and the 
hair of 1191ne bead like parple —— 


H Y:MN- 119. 


4 $44. head like Carme!s crimſon mounr. 
Repeat with itghts.as that with lowers: 
Erects K ſeit, and doth ſermoun: 
Above all b umane earthiy Powers. 
wy Carmel! did ore-topthe Hills, 
Ing tar ra! nicend rei excellence : 
Tie ory Of 9337 Stor ils 
The e V1 World and 12S Pre-eminence. 
Tite mouneain ot the Loras great houſe, 
Above the tops of Mountains roſe : : 
, T15 
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"FiSnow Fulk.'d: O Carmel route, 
Eat tiny feit 20! Ve thy foes. 
Lift up ti? M4 hea x Fc: Hf em, 


've tf298 thee ord of a Lt 1e Earth: - 


Frp—V ' 


39 Scepter's in the hand of .them 
Tir are men of Renown and Worth, 

An 35 thy 23ir Upon t thy head, 

In numerous Unites overipread : 

SO ſhail WW Purnle Judges 11] 


Fcr ! Monin! nent and Orn 12Mment, 
Hair is the Glory of tie Head : 
9 ſhi!l thy vhojeſome Edicts ſpread, 
And juice be in 7riumph led. 
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EUs $La X$.1he World kalfdead | 
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Ike Carmels crimſon mount. 
Luci 1s my Church to me-: 
My $10, I account | 
Above all things that be: 
I will her praiſe 
Above the Moon, 
1he Srare, the Sun, 
- Her honour raiſe. | 
Thy head doth raiſe its top, 
Above ail humane Powers : 
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Their Boughs Fl have thee lop, 
| And pull down-all their Towers : 


And then ſhall we 
Rejoyce to lee, 


Fair Carme! be, 


In bigh degree. 


The Mountain of the houſe 


Þ Of God, ſhall top the hills : 
And Sion {hali advance 


Ker: rod 2gain!t their wills. 


Great S1i9n thail 


By force of Arms, 
And milder charms, 


Ore top themail. 


Thy Purple judges 1hall 
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if Like hair 18 Unites ſpread : 
dend forth ſuch Laws chat all 
The People th2ii begiad : 


Then {tail tney praile, 


And lively fing :' 
For Sions King, . 
Their Voices raiſe. 
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CANT. VI..5 
—Thy king ts held in the-gallertes, 


H Y MN reao,-t2n* 


W2 Ke, O S702: riſe-and ſhine,  f 
Pur thy beſt Garment on: } 

Tho all the World *gainſt thee COMDINE,| 
Thy King comes: marching on. ©": / 

Lifc up thine Eyes, behold tnoſe Clouds 
Thoſe lofty Galleries : | 

There he Erects his Throne, and makes 
His Glory _ the Skies. 

There ihaic thou look on him, wh ole heat 
W oy £irced by thy fin. | 
And thon {halt mourn to-fee thoſe _— 

And yet rejoyce therein... 
There never was fo great a:day 3 
5191 thy King doth come, 
And in theſe Galleries makes a (tay, 
T1ll thy great Worx be done. 
Q |! rend the Heavens, Lord, and come 
Thou down for Sons cauſe : 
Deliver thine from Sin and Rome, Js 
And all her Popiih Laws : Jt] 


And make thy People once agen, 


The great Hiſanna ſing; Il 
Anil, 
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And Spirit every fort of men, 
To Worthip Sjons King, 


—— —_ _— 


Sion | riſe and ſhine, 

Put thy beſt Garments'0n, 
Tho all the World combine; 
Thy King comes marching on”: - 

Behold thoſe Clouge YE? 

His Perſon lies 2 
In Galleries, 

And there he fhrouds. 
Now ſhalr thou on him look; 
Was perrced by thy Sin, 

[] hen thee he once for ſook, © = 
Cauſe thou forfookeſt him 
Nozy thaitchou mourn, 
And yet rejoice, 
V it Heart and Voice, 
' Thy God is corne. 
There never'Was 2-day, 
yo welcoine to the-Saints, 
As when he comes away, 
To make up ali their wants. 
O rend the Skies : 
Ocome away, * 
Woke 


Another to the Tune of - P{a). 148. 


( 108} 
Make no delay, 

Poor $S:0z cries: 
Fojanna then we' {10g, 
And Halelujah too: - 
We! Worihip Sons King, 
We' praiſe him all anew. 

In Heaven ! fo 

Thy Kingdom come, 
Thy will be done, 
In Earth bejow. 


CANT. VIE6. 


How fair ans bow pleaſant art thin, O low, 


for aclights |. 


HYMN 121. 
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[| Don't repent my coming down ; 

Theſe Galleries are to me 4 Throne : 

: me herea new renonn :* 

en * Heavens I am come. 

fled Angels. gird your {eives, 
qi Vait my roy al IMOTLLONs thicher : 
Your trumpers {ound & ſhake the groun 
Let you and 1 rejoyce together. 

1] {ze my new created Bride, 


Fil let ont all my hearts lis oht, y 


love, 


"nG 


[& 
vil 
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Ye blot: 


I il pat Gown all | ber Gatul Pride, 
And Price ay {cif 1n her bleſt light. 
And, wy how {air, how pleaſant cre 
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Thote { \ ET UE exignts | now [Nall faK8Z ? 

New Ezrt tn, BeW "Heavy NS, Al Lal'g;-hew. i 

Theie thail neix Love 55 11. ME CLEAte, | 1 

me then, beioved < "tor, Come, | 

Fe pa O ALNANce.Can | 

FoOTent a NEON Jie : : There's none i 

Chail } Te Fan ſiL ll | 
Shall lovethee1 nore than GadGand Man. | 
O, tier thy hiefly craving heart, 

Impibe and drink me fully down 

My Graces t14il their good, impart, . 

NY WErlts give thee great renown. 


- 8 j * - Fa, / _ '' i. © ' 
LINGCIHET FO 7998 LUNE of Pi. I 49, | 
(ume and JoOn't repent | 
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iake 00 delay, 
rPOOY $102 CrIEs- 
21/ama then we'l fing; 
And Hzlelujah to0 : 
Ve 1 Worihip Sjozs King, 
oe E:; Praile him all anew. 


In LICAVE M8 [6 


Thy K ingdom Come, 
Thy will be done, 


It E2rth USIOW . 


bo N S7TF 
CAN + 6 11.6 


= ww. 564 ww 

REC. % 
Fi: ge: me herea new renomnn 
{ FicaVENS 1 4M COME. 
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i274 Angels = d your {eives, 
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Y our tr 2 UNPers iczurnd & thake the £ro 


Le : YOU ang : £j3yce together. 
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Til ice : My nei created Bride, 
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11! let our all my hearts 6 lisht, 
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(4 170.) 
'T will be your honour ; come, 
"Twill give you new promotions. 

You Angelsbloyw, 
Your trumpets ſound, 

- +For:] have:found, 

A Heav'n:below. 

How fair and pleaſant are 
Thoſe {ſweet delights 1 rake ? 

New Heav'ns! new Earth! and thoſe 
New Loves in me create. 

Let meprefer, 
My long'd-for Bride, 
And let me Pride 
My {elf 10 her. 

O, ler thy thirſty heare,. - 

My Soul .imbibe him; BOWn, 

And never from him part : 

*Tis his and thy renown:. 

There's none thar cans 
E're be ſo dear, 
Or come 1o near, | 

As God and mom) 
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CANT. VH, 7. 


This thy ſtature ts like toa Palmerre, and th; 
breaſis to cluſters of the Grapes. 5 


HYMN: 122.:. 


G'oX thou art Pai, [1 Flt 5% 
Under great preſſures erowings. 
Thy branches, the great Enfignsare 
Of Vidory ove:flowing. ; 
The more the weights were hung. 
On every tender Bough : - 
The ftraighter, upright, every branch: 
Doth towards Heaven grow.” © + . 
Ride on triumphantly; To 7 1454 216 
And make thy Charets fly : 
Thy Martial word is Victory : 
Ride on vicortouſly, | 
The Branches of the Palm, 
Shall Crown thy glorious Head: 
Thou ſhalt enjoy a bleſſed calm, 
Thine Enemies all are fled 
Thy well-grown Breaſts are fall, 
As. cluſters fill'd with Wine, 
To nouriſh all thy Children ſmall, 
And make them - Divine. 
2 


($933 

Now Sor bleſs thy King, 
Whoſe conduct doth the work, 

And down ſhall all his En'mies bring, 
The Devil, Pope and Turk. 


_—— — - Cp —— 
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<n0inr tothe Tune of Pal. I47, 


Q ON, thou art a Palm, 

ANCEr great Freilures growing, 
e Branches En(1gns are. 

Of Victory overflowing. 
Triumphantiy, 

Thy Charet thall 

Ride over all 
Victorioulty. 

The moretheir weights. were hun 

On every render Bough ; 

The {traip6ntcr, upright; tou 


Dal row ad Heiven erow 
\)& LONG art £ ork b a3 RY , * 


Toy 2Aartial veord 
Is Victory : 
Ti:y Foes fiall By 
Beiore thy Sword. 
The Branches of the Pai, 
Shail Crown thy glorious Head. 
Thou ſha!cenjay a calm : 
Thine Enemies all are fled. 
- » iT 
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CANT. VP.S. 


f. R oy F , J.avys -. 7 
2, I mill co wup co rhe Palm tree, 1 rail rake 
A” p '- RY. j FER A | : ou Is 

$/ors of rhe  Eonpos thercof 4 mow alfutly 

/ : » |; + 3 *y 4. f gou : 

Breaits hilt le as Claſers of rhe Fine, and 
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My Cad tes 
1 $ 1S$&] ye "T0" fr2tic $0.8! {8, | 2 
4 as FIR *k. f {Pe nonc | - 
{2 Nations Hlockine un : 
TI ? P "I £23 And *x'QC " . 
:; > LOVES unt '$ the \ "FI IF»: 4 ul we 
KNEDEntit 'S of their {i 
T 433 _—_ Ef F 
i Vi Ta Ke1t0ia ! of thee, ſajeh One 
O cc me be thy Þ roi er! 


H 3 Give 


( 174 ) 
Give me one Cluſter of thy Gripes,”" 
One Apple, faith another; 


Beat up thy Drums for Volnteers, 
- Set up thy Standatr, Stn ft” 


To bring the Kings, 2nd al |ltheir Peers, D 


To worſhip F«dah's Lion: 


1 hy Enemies now {hall bow ro thee, - 


And ſuck thy Breafts their fill, 
And ſha!l be fatisfi'd-ro lee 
Fair $1075 raiſed Hil; 
O 7/a'l bud and bloſlgm our, | 
And fill the World with fruit: 
Let the Expence be'whar it will, 
Thy God will thee recruit. 
Thy \mell is {weer roall that cotne, - 
Their \{ine!l js (weet to thee ?. 


O bleſled day. to fee! # 


Al] Noſirils fll'd with leet. pperurms F- 8 


Frorher ro the Tune of PAL 1 147. 


N?: they begin to love, 
That hated thee before : 
The Kings and Pow'rs above; 
Cringing thail thee adore : 
Oo bleſſed fight ! 

To ſee them flock, 
II [ YAWich all their lock, 
To Sion: light. 
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Give 
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+ 2] O let mebethy Brother: 1. 4 
1 | Give me one.Cluſter more 3.7 .,.,, ..; +. 
2) | One Apple. ſaith hcl Bo | 


| Thy Noble Pears. 
Are Yolunteers,:;.. --- {Nh-7 
Where $i9m7 comes.. 
7 | Thine Enemies naw ſhall bow, 
1A | And fuck thy Breaſts their fil; | 
1i4 | And ſatished now WISE 
'” | Shall fee thy raiſed Hill :- Ha hs 
Then ſhall they fg, PE 
Hallelujah, | 
| Hallelujah, | | 
To Sons King. ta. 
| Bloſſom, Q Iſfracl, 1305 1g ji 
H And fill the World with fruit : 
: | Come, what Expences will, 
1:1 always thee recruit : _- 
Come fing this Song, Ds 
The day is ours, + ad; WOT 
| Againſt the.Powers.,: :......; 7 
That rag fo: Es. 5115 20012 off 


90d 
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Give mea Bavgh, ſaith one,” ,..,, «.-. 4; 


Bear.up.the Drums, ; +, .;;. ao wb 


CANFT.,-VIL 3. 


Ana the roof of thy mouth like the veſt wine, 


aA4 *; / = i 
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6 44,1179] C536 lips of ; 99ſt thi AY 7 [v00D, 0 
4 4 
[EOUk, 
4 


HT i N 124» 


A Wake, © Sios 4,ope thy Mouth, 
| \A7 ; 42 3c Fg | If | 6:1; a » o 
V'y I&:T a> 4 192, Ca! >% ior L \\V} L5 Ii4 It > 
Come anc drink dow! my Spirit of Truth; 

[ | | 
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Brimfuli']: il that hear of thine, 

Come drink it do! ins 2nd flake ny hirſ 

Theſe libera: crap! 3130s (Nall make thee ſpeak, 
And utter ſuch tranſcendent matter, 
Into th : Mio vt11S © men aflecp, | 
Thatthey inal Wake, and they {hail utter 

Thy car al live, and 7; ioie > A lay 

Securely ' Heeping iN Their {in, 

Snall now awake, and Weep 2Way, 

The wofut caſe that Ley WErE 10. 

No more {ail men c FO ter heart 


2 — e - cp 2 o© 
ike 1-217 NEC &{; ©12I Law Ty Likkiww 


64s ad, ; 
They cannot ſpeak what Grace 1mp.1rts, 
Ang for a great ſum yield a little. 
Enlargements now ſhall {peak che praiie 
Gf S:i0ns King, where ere we come : 
And thoſe that had not words fo (av, 
"Por Chriſt before, now praiſe hinthomse. 
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L£nother tothe T uyz5e of Dei, 213 


Wake. O Siow! OPE ty Mouth (Tri AY 
Come and drink down my  Norelvol 
Oper thy Mouti wide as 191 Cant : 
Let it crave what it can, Pjl All T#+ 
My Holy Spirit, Il | 1arpely fp] Its 
And fully znfiver all thy wants, 
[ii pour my Spiritour like W) ne; 
To th brim; Pl ll thar here of b JA9; 
As once of old, F019 ar fir't: (peat; 
Theſe litera) D-aughes ſh me © this 
Anip 1P2W "Trn:iy thy % 11s "LC Dre: 145 
Come drink ic eons. and Gakoch # he ſh 
Now thale cou my bioh Proites wer, 
And on: with ſuch tranſcendent matter 
lato rhe Mouths of men atl=Ep. 
Thac they ſhall wake. Thy dead fha'Mive ,- 
And jovn ng witi thee, Praiſes 2iVE: 
Co God and mes Thankſgiving S 0p, | 
'y No: | 


| 0&7 © Y \ 
No more thall.men complain, their hear ; 
Can't utter what free-Grace 1 1mparts:: 
Like Rrait neckt Vellels-take in liede... | 
Enlargements {ball be common now, - '- 
And fill your. Souls,you know-not,hojw,:: 1; | 
And makes 50u jail 8IRat rs been: tickle | 


6a | 
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c A NT. VII. 16. 


T am my beloveds, and his deſire #5 towards me, 


on HY MN, 125... 


* . PIE 


ous: giorious Angels ſound your Trumps, 
This is the Wedding day : 
King Jeſus and his Saints agree, 
Loves to:each-other pay. - Sol 
Give'me thy heart, faith he, my Sos; 
And for that Heart of thine: - -- - 
Leſt thou thouldft want a heart, -1'1] come; 
And freely give thee mine. 
Now view the Smiles that Crown the Face 
Of this exalted Bride: --: - 
That now's about to take-her Place 
By her, Beloveds {1de.--. | 
Renowned Jeſus ! Art thou mine ? 
Since tis thine own dehire : 
To thee my-ſelf:Fnow reſign: 
-My heart is all on ire, With | 


4 " T1977" 
ny | Widrdames of Love, thee my nh pr 
$8 Thou mine;' and*T art" thines 15111 2 05 .. 
«i } 'Tis Heavin to me, 'thy Face'ts- fee ; PAL 
? I'm thine, and thow-art mine: mg 
| May this day” s'love more-ſtable- prove, > 
Ph han Hillsand Mountains - pate bd TY 

ts Jeſus Chriſt the ſubject be, __ 


| Ot my Ecernal L Song. 


\ 
| "I ms. 
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S 18, | p Tha 3 C'AN "yy VII-1r. JV BR 


| Come, my beloved; Ter go forth intothe Fields: 
let us lodge in the Villages. 


HYMN 126. 


HE Marriage being agreed upon; 77, 
Between the Bridegroom & the Bride: 
' When wil || this bleffed Telus come, -- | 
X Totye the KNOT. that muſt be cy'd? 
Wilt thqu a publick Wedding make ? 
e | Javiting all the World unto ir? 
! No, no! retire.ent We'll take 3 * 


NPs, ! 


| Bur Angels,” none ſhall ſee us do iti: 

:/ | There are ſuch perſons, and 4uch places, & 
| From the Worlds eye >>{curely hd: 

 { Andthere will we oxctiange E: nbraces,” 
* There, chere will eve Married: 


: Y'Tis 


N%\ 


I GO } 


"Tis fecret Faths, and Pri ivate Walks, 
Known to, none Elſe bur thee and me : 
*Tis Cloſet-breathings, unieard talks, 
That knits the knot *tween me and thee, | 

] woula not fell my ſecret Pray'rs | 
For 1 owe than thouſand pounds a year 
I would not loſe my ſtolen tears, 
Fora 7 the Worlds rich trealure there, . | 

When I] LOCK! up from tie Worlds exe, | 
Atn all atone th Meditation : | 
Be ture my Ciuilt 3 is ftanding by, 
And molt at jarge in. Rev elation. 


—— | 


"CANT. VIE x 


if the Y3ne flouriſh, whether the tender Grafes 
efpear, and the Pomegranates bud forth: 
there will 1 give thee my loves, 


H Y MN 127: 


F 
TL et 4 ger npearly tothe Vineyards, let 4 ſee | 
| 
| 


ri 14E Vines and tender Grapes, 

A And tite Pot yp egeranate buds : 

I he rew-born off-{ ipring, eat are 1. Eult, 
Bur (hortly will be fluds, 

> fight of theſe, my dear, 
{ 


ew my love to thee ; 


bl 
; fee | 
apes | 
| 


©] 7-1 
Ac Children draw the Husbands love; 
Thus mine 1s drawn from me. 
Come ſee, 2nd be the Bride 
Of tliis moſt glorious Groom, 
Ard lay your matters all aftge; 
And to the Wedding come. 
You new converted are 
As much concern'd as I : Rb 
Flouriith and dreſs your (elves, pr epare, 
The Bridegroom draweth nigh. 
Take us, for we are thine, | 
And are our own no longer : 
We with our ſelves were more Divine, 
- We wih our Loves were ſtronger. 
Thine only veg we be, 
And thine Eternally - 


O Rule, and Teach, and Govyern us. 


As well as ſave, pray I. 
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CANT. VII 72, 


The Mandrakes gtve it | fell ny AI auth | 
are all manne#-- of pleaſant. fruits: pew und 
old, which 1 have laid up for thee, O my 
beloved: 


H Y MN 128. 


Q WW hata joyful Spring i is duct | 
The Mandrakes give their tinell 
That lay all Wi inter Duried 2 ENG 
The Earti, as in their cell. 
$704 was dead, but is alive ; 
Theiweer perfumes of Grace 
Pegin to bleſsthe World; and yield: 
Their fents inevery place. | 
The Epnverts, both! the new and old, 
Are ful! of pleatant Fruit: t 
And all Jaid up for. taee, my Love; 
To correipond thy {uir.- ' 

Thus do the ſtreaws their tribute pay 
To Seas frora whence they ſpring: 
Nov thaill both Males and: Females 
Our Fruit to thee we bring. 
How rich is $7075 King that day, 


When all his Saints ſhall woo him, A 
-FOHe # n 


nd 


( 18; ) 


* And brio og their Treaſures, and ſhall piy 


"Themſelves a tribute to him ? 
What joy, when but a ſingle Soul 

[s Married unto Jeſus ! : 
Bur O, what Joy, when Nations: hall! v0 

'O, ROW gs {ighe willp| eaſe-i ws 7 


CANT. VII :. 


O tat thou wert as my brother that ſuckt the 
breaſt of my mother, then ſhou'd 1 findithee 
without, 1 would kiſs thee, Zee 1 ſhould -a0r 
he deſpiled. 


— 


HYMN. I29, 


\\Er [ hi my brother, Lord, 
could beiteve thy loves: . | 
Or hadſt chou fucke my Mothers Breaſts, 
I could my fears remove : 


And thinks *twere not below 


Thy ſelfto make me thine : 
Alas |! thou art too far above 
This low-effate of mine; 13 4 
Thou art a glorious Prince, : : - 2007 
The Angels thee adore: | 
And | the vileſt worm thac lives: ;£4 
_ Its makes the wonder more... 


194 ) 
Wilt thou be mean like me, 
And be with Fleſh poſteft, 3! 3016 wh 
And ieilow-man, and brother be, ' ': {64 
And ſuck thy Mothers Breaſt? 127 
Weil then ! £11 Kils ctheenow ;' (EE 
No more thy diitance dread ; ce 
Thus vail'd in Fleth, I'll dare approach, 
And own thee as my Head. 
Flethof my Fleth; and Bone ; 
O Chriſt, I fee thou art : 
Now Ii! converſe wich thee alone, 
And thou ſhalt have my hearr. 


CANT. YHE-2: 


I would lead thee, and bring thee i316 ” Mb. 
thers houſe, who would inſtruc me: 21d 
cauſe. thee to drink. of |} Piced we of Ty Take 

of my Pomegranate, 


H Y MN 130. 


boy lt; how welcome would I make 
: ( thee, 
Woulcit thou but vilit were l awvell ! 


I and my Mother wouid emorece thee, 
And joy to ſee thee at our Cell. 


E ) 
11] My Mother won! ; ns me. where 
By Her beir :nd choiceſt Juni etS Jye - 
12) And I wouid entertain thee there, 
ma As bleſt in thy ſweet company. 
531] Ide bring rhee out my {p; iced \ V/ine., 
Made of the Frice of Pomegr aate, 
And thou thalt have this heart of mine, 
Inflam'd with Loveat higleft rate. 
I w11] thee feaſt with all my beſt, 
And ftrive attendance due togive: 
Thou ſhajt have me, and ail the ret, 
Thy own, to long as we {hill live. 
I w:3] endeavour, ſuch a life 
Shall pleaſing be tothy cefire, 
And ſpeak thy Praile, till it tha!l raik 
wv ithin my heart an holy hre. 
1. | Only be pleas'd to come, and lend, 
21] Afifting Grace to this Endeavour : 
i It I by Ape fit S ErOW coid, 
Turn them into 2 burning Frere 
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"> CANT. VIE: 3: 5.10 


His left hand ſhould be under my head, and hi 
Triaht hand ſhould embrace nie. NR 


HYMN 131, 


M Y.worKk 1s great:.O ſtay my head; 

Infuſe that Wiſdom from above: 
And let thy ſtrengety my weakneſs wed, 
And with infirm ty fall in Love. 

My head is {ick, \my heart is faint}i  . 4 
As overpow'rd with my task: 
I chee wuh all my grief acquazjat,.: 1; 
And thy Aſſiſtance humbly ask- 7: A 

The left and right hand :of thy: Row'r 5:17 
Ourward and inward help-muſt give: 
Thy arms about me inithis hour,: :+ 4 5c 
Embrace me muſt, and make me live 

O, my Redeemer, with thy Arms »- {1 
Refreth the heart of fainting me.:: . -{-1 
Let me experience thy Love-charmss::! 1 
Till I am more in love with-tliee. | 

Then ſhall my Charetrs run a pace A 
No rubs {hall hinder their (\wift motion : 
The Wheeis anointed with hy Grage, [1 
As Ships ride faſt upon the: Ocean,  . + 


6 


21} Thus 
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{ 187 
Thus the warm hand on aking head, 
And circiing Arms avout the loyns, 


Revives 2 man thar lies half dead, 
And u under diniculcies PINES. 
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I charge yea, O daughters of Jeruſalem, that ye 
ftir mor ”, nor Wake my dove util be plea, 


HYMN 132 


M* King | 1s gone to reſt, 
and reſteth in his Love: 


Hach plac'd himſelf where he thought belt 
And never will remove. ' | 
What pity then it is, 191% Dit: 
For us, to. break his eaſe ; 2 147 115 
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Or give the leaft ifturbatens, Vi 
Orwakethimn til he pleaſe: Fi 


He only Knows his! times. \ 
He knows dis Time! to! riſe; | 
Thenihe?! awake and progreſs make | 
To dothisenterprize.' "Y 
Delays aredangerous Vii a bl 
Tous; but nortohim : FO] 
He-nevet ſtays 5 but his uae" 
V 


_ Havehis Advances beets. T7 
Cut! 4 He 
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( 198 ) 
annot come £00 {oon ; 
e never ſtay a too lon r | 
ws beo-{ide your pray TS May come, 
VV 1011 « ther Darnts a1088- of 
With theſe, you maya! ps £317, | { 
When (cer ag faſt aflzev 
Puri vor 1] ll by on forfekediim, 
(). 
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leanins upon her beloved 


HYMN 132. 


® T7 | v1 P . o le ON. > 
| ED the Wings of f2mevt flics, 
_ 4 POTS 5 
To :;] the Nations roing : 
PT; SY "ROW . 
Tiat £0 1 i hatn op ned JHA: 41 < &Ve5S, 
EG 2 ; 
PFLIIO:: AI2 is] if his Grace i TY $13 T#: . 
1. ST 2s 7 55 £1913 
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4 > 4-0 7 IC os « rude 75 DIV Tur 3 
10uld at the Jaſt Ac Is tat, 
_ oxn hin kor tneir Saviour ? 
This news awake ens 311 the Earth, 
Sounds like the voice of Thunder: 
Never was ſuch a Sizhr bef. Ie, 


Never way {uct 4 Wonde ac 
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Vi What Judan turn ! " What 7 I/raet, 
That kill d the Living Lor d, 

And baſely natl d him to the Crobs ; 
The man which they abnorr'd ! 
What they gr and all at-once ! 
They and their ( Children 00/7! 
And hall his imp Drecated Blood, 


1N \/ £2 1 L 
Li), Y =rt Q INE v 


j 4o £: } , & 1! 
0 blefied day ! Jerovan rail 
My heart to vraile thee mcre : 


Let all the L3n 16s DOW Ca tncir hands, 
Ang S195 IK 17; x Wo 


j Ul b] 
—T raiſed tie ' up mar the Atple tree: 
thy AZ5t i, £5 34 ht hy #254 -1 Gus Fl 
"wy "A i; 6 Sw oO UF: WL + Ld iswb id / tad hzt1 6 
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Inai'd Ul mw e-thieu, H HEN tee + ſav, 
Condemnid by Adams fall: - 
Dictt Eat the Fruit; as WEI as he. 


The Father of us all. _ 


Set meas a feal upon thine heart, as a ſeal up 


( 199 ) 
The \oman and her Seed was taiF, - 
By thy Woman and her Seed-: - |: A 
Thus the {ze hand chat gave the round, 
Did help3in time of need. = 
I ſaw thee, when 1 dy d-upon FOREST F 
The curſed Tree, the Crols, It 
All in thy Blood, as well as I, 
With all thy Sins in grols. | 
I rais'd thee then ; my Blood cry'd, Live;: 
To thoſe that. made me dye: 
I built. thee up a Tow'r of Love, 


Upon Mount Calvary. ; af) 


Keep humble then, O Sox, and 
Think of thy Pedigree: 

Tho I exalt thee thus, don't thou 
Exalt thy ſelf, but me. 


——t—_— #* is» 4 
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CANT. VIIL 6. 


thine ©r 1m 
HYMN 135. 


Y God! fince I am liſted under 
So great a General as thee : 
t me not fail to break in ſunder, 
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be En'mies Force, what e're it be. 
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x Get me a Seal upon thy heart, 


As did the great High-Prieſt of old: 
On'Jadgment's Breaſt-plate grave by art, 
The Names of 7/raels Sons enrolF'd. 


{O, ler me lay my careful head, 


Upon that Pillow of chy Love: 
And feel my ſelf ſo kindly led, 
Into thy very heart, my Dove. 


[Ser me a Seal upon thy Arm; 


Upon thy mighty Shoulders bear me : 
And guide me thorow, that no harm, 
Or Cowardiſe may ever fear me. 


42] Let it be now, as when of old, 


I on thy Paims engraven was : ney 
When thou did(t all my walls uphold; 
Again Lord, let it come to paſs. © 


:4;/'] Then will I ope the Silent doors, 


And make all Creatures give thee praiſe : 
The ſlumbring Earth, the Seas that roars, 
hall each contend thy Name to raile. |  . 
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And Love tha 
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[Thea ſhall we be at reſt, 


And Peace on every ſide: 
Victorious Love will have it ſoy 
Whea he aflerts his Bride. 
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CANT. VIIL 6. 


—Te coals thereof are coals of fi ire, which hats 
a moſt vehement flame, 


HYMN 137. 


Ave you not feen the Deſolations 
That veh'ment Flames have made 3 

What multitudes of Habitations, 

In duſt and rubbith laid ? 
How fierce:y without all reſpe, 

To things-or perſons had, 
It quickly works 1ts fad effect, 

And makes mens cales bad 2 


_ 


| Thus wil] the juit revenging God, 
þ Before | 21M fend a Fires 


Ard witha imarting burning Rod, 
Our blo0.J on _ require. 

Now Fire for Fire, Blood for Blood, 
City for City, thall 

be ard down ; he'l quench his \V rati 


'N 


In Blood, 2nd make then fall, 


4th 


( 194 ) 
Now Pabels Towers all ſhall fall, 1 26 
And all her Props come down : +: } 

The bitter Cup the muſt drink up, 
And off muſt come her Crown: 

My God make haſte, why ftay thy Wheek 
Why ſtay chy Charets, Lord! 

O, why ſo long, before thou-come, 
According to thy word ? 


Cn NN ET eee et =. —" 


CANT. VIIL 7. 


Many waters cannot quench Love, neither can 
the floods drown it 


HY MN 138. 


WW: 7 Aters that quench the fire, can'r 
Put out the Fire of Love : 
Immortal Love nor drowns, nor dies 3 
It's life is from above. 
His Love to his, wall make i its Way, 
To rid us out of thrall : 
There's none ſhall and at that great day, 
That don't before him fall. 
Be wiſe ye Princes of the Earth, 
And kiſs the Son of God : - 
His Anger fumes, who's he POEnes * 


T7 ourge his Iron-rod ? I A 
s- 


Hi] © 


( 195 ) | 
His Love {hall bring a flood of { Fire, IOYL 
Like Noabs Water-flood : 
Topping the Mountains in his Ire, 
That cannot be wittiſtood. A 
My-Soul admires the Power of Loye : + *-/ 
Love's all, tor God 1s Love: 
His Foes, as foon may quench the Suns 
As this va{t Love remove. 
If one ſmall ſpark of Love in us, 
Can live in Waters deep : 
Much more his glorified Love, _ 
_ Alive in Seas will keep. 


—_— — 
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CANT. VIIL 7. 
—— If a man wonld give all ihe ſubnce of 


his houſe for tove, it would utterly be CVs 
dermeds.. 


HYMN 139- 


W Hat 5 te price of Love, my King *. 
What (hall 1 give thee for a ſpark ?- _ 
With all my ſubRance buy the thing 2 = 
Away fond Worm?! thou'rt in tne dartks, : 
Love never yet was bought or ſold ; © © 
Come all ye hungry thirſty Souls; 


The price of Love is yer untold «4 hh 
Come without money, fill your bonls.: 
ry = *Ts 
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'Tis 2 miſtake, to think that Chriſt, 

D:q ever purchaſe Fathers Love : © :- 
'T was Love, by which he did ſubſift ; 
"F'was Love that brought him from above. 

Tho 'mongtit the Sons of men, their Loye 

Is bought and fold for worldly pelf : 

Yet never did thy God above 

Ere& a Market for himſelf. 

His love is free: come Souls, and ſee 

How undeſerv'd his kindnels is, 

While Sinners, while ungodly, we 

Are call'd ro take this Love of his. 

Nor can the Sinner at his need, . 

Purchaſe this Love wich all bis Gold: 

Free Love, free Grace, is all weread-: 

Chriſts Love is neicher bought nor {ofd, 


—_—— 
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CANT. VIII 8. 
We have a little fifter, and ſve hath no breaſts: 
what ſhall we ao for our ſiſter in the day when 


fhe ſhall be ſpoken for ? 
HYMN 140. 


Et have a little Siſter, Lord, 
That hath no Breaſts, as yet; 
There isnoplace for means of Grace : 


Odo not her forget. 


hy 


QVe. 


Thy Servants are grcatly Att 
That Joy? Ui day to ſee: 
When thou the Cords and Yokes ſhall vart 
Fro: her as ie 11 as we. PE, 
What ſnail wedo for toe that lye 
In Nat ares dungeon till ! SST 
Whea wilt thou ſpeak for them that dye 
For want of S70ns Hill ! 
Thoſe that have neither Milk nor Breads, 
That fliillye weltring in 
The Blood of unconverted State: 
O ca!il them out of Sin. | 
Oar Siter {ach a Precions Soul, 
To-fave, as ep. * Haig: 
| Would all the World wW ere thine, and not 
A Rebel we conid fee. 
0 ſay thou to our Sitter, Tome, 
Leave Babel to her lames :? 
Let her not perith in the-doom 
Of Babel; * wretched names. 


| 


” ( uy8) 


"CANT IRE s-: --» 


if fhe be a ma!!, we will build upon _ a palat 


of filver ;. and if the be a door, we will inclok 
her with boards of 'Ced ar. 


HYMN 141. 


© hl X welcome were that blefled news, 
4 4 To the whole Nation of the Jews, 
When Elect Siſters ſhall return? | 
\Vhen new-bornhope, and panting ſtrength, 
Tho bur a 1: zee, comes at length, 
And hard and ſoft together mourn ? 
We 1 blow te blofloms: not a ſpark 
Or £i2rce that twinkles in the dark, 
Bat (hall be raisd j Into a flame. 
OLevery Vail, we'l make 2 Tower, 
Of every twig we! mare a Bower, 
And turn a drop into a rain. 
A fiiver Palace we will mzke her, 
inthe. cay we undertake her ; 
With Cedzr-boards we will encloſe her, 
And all the riches Love can find 
In her vaſt Stores, ſhall be relign'd, 
To make her happy i in the cloſure. 
Lord ſomething give to Worn upon 
& Creation 1s thy "work alone ) 


And | 
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And gladly wel to the! n repair 
— That lie 17 Ca :rknels; ; great and ima! 

y Wit JE ts black 1hago: N COVET Q Ai, 
And: 12Ke tem reer nh ac Darren WerY. 
alc Gomethen » you biidng 2} you Kings x 

hf} And Nobles, f2ck to _ 75 vIngs 3 $534 
here's hes! ng For! Our Wo ounded tiearts 
And! wy tie Weaitn of ©1025 ;k L398, 
And { i/ FOTO NA 39V' a IRE, b: 118 
Your Souls 00 im irom Qatats Qattse, ; 


i 
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CANT. VIIL. 10, 


5 4M a Will— 6 
HYMN 142+, | 


Was 1 fe! o of Init 
And Rub! ith, quite forfaken': 
Diſparkrt 2nd into Fore tura” | 5 
No care of me was taken. 
Help me to diels che Life, "2 
Ye idol. Nations com 1. 
Ler's Praiſe the-Lord w i joynt accord i 
And bleſs his Name a lone. I L 
I found his favour when > Gerad ol 
My cafe was worſe than yours:-.... 
I was a prize in his fair Cyes,..-. +4... oc, 
| Such help free Grace procures.. 13:91 | 
nd | Dn; | Y - 3d 
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Abd now T amalWall; 
VWanole ſtrength ſhall ever ſtand: 
The matter of it is Free-ſtone 3 
Laid by Free-Grace's hand. 
The Cement 1s the Blood 
Was thed upon the Croſs : 
Fhe hetjghr of it o'retops the Skies. 
Will you this Love ingrofs ? 
Tho you have crnel been; 
Both ro the Saints and me: 
Yet if this call ſhall ferch you in, 
[il be a Wall, you ſee. 


— LE. ___ _ CE. "_ 
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CANT. VII. 10. 


=—— And my Breaſts are Towers —— 


HYMN 142. 


| LL Praiſes briog to Sins King : 
See what I was, and what I am : 
My hills of Fleth could nor reireth 
. The thirſt of one poor ſucking Lamb. 
Children I had, bur ill brought up; 
No Suſtenance within their pow'rs : 
They always drank of Moſes Cup ; 
But now through Grace, my Breaſts are. 
And thus ye Genriles,'twas with you, CLow 15. 
When almoſtall your pipes were cut: | 
| Y ou' 


{309 :] 
Your Teachers into Corners drew, 

- Your Paſtors into Priſons put. 

Your Breaſts were cut,that ſhould have given 
Their Milk to them the Beaſts devours : 
But thanks be to the God of Heaven, 

; (Tow'rs. 
That now through Grace,your Breaſts are. 

Let Lambs of Chriſt now frisk and dance, 
And ſport themfelves on S70z hill : -,, 
For God will now their heads advance ; 
Their Mothers Breaſts with fatne(s fail. 

And tho our milky Breaſts haye been, - 
Like fountains ſtopt by higher Pow'rs. 
(It was our Glory, but their S1n.3) - 

On, ' (Tow rs. 
But now through Grace, our Breaſts are 


COR 
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CANT. VII. 10. 


Then was 1 in hi eyes as one that found 
favonr. | | 


HYMN 144, 


OW doth my thankful heart rebound, 
And fain would raife me higher, 

To bleſs the favour that I found, | 
O draw me to thee nighgr. 


Heip 


202 ) 
Belp me to ſtrip me Sr ſelf 
Into ſome Cherub corn : 
To found the pratile of thee, my King : 
O make the Fire burn, 

And heat my Heart red-hot with Love 
Such favour I have found. | 
Wouid l were nothing elſe but Love, 

Thy * Praiſes to reſound. 
How happy arc the Souls in Bliſs, 
The Spirirs perfe& made z 
Whole everlaſti ng work it 15, 
To love thee, is their trade !. 
Whohave no body cf tieir OVWNn, 
No body elle co | hinger ! 
O that I couid but praiſe thee here, 
AS tiey Can. Praiſe thee jyonder. 
Tie fa 2Your of th} Heart ang Eyes 
90 Unexps ted was: .... 
*Tis Love of al! chings that I prize 3 
Se) Predt a a Yv YOrtnh IT hath. 
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CANT. VIILn,. 


Solomon had a Yineyard at Baal-hamon: he 
let eut the Vineyard unta Keepers ; every one 
for the fruit thereof, was to bring a thonſ.nd 
pieces of flyer. 


H Y MN 145. 


er 


ID NN, my Vineyard, is become 
As deſolate as once ſhe was - 
And there are Nations in her Womb, 
Like Pregnant Vines that all ſurpals, 
Fil Water her both Night agd Day, 
And {weetly force her coming Fruit - 
Let the Winds bluiter as they may: 
I GOD, have ſaid it, and I'll do it. 
King Sc/omon had a Vineyard great, 
In Baal-hamon it wasplac'd : 
! Tt wasa {weet and lovely Seat ; 
| Greatly admired and embracd. =» 
Twas ſet with Vines and other Trees, 
And richly ſtor'd in every place : 
But not like mine: my Plants are Souls, 
And Stocks of an immortal race. 
He farm'd his Vineyard out to thoſe, 
A thouſand Silyerlings that gave: 


Put 


C 2c4 ) 
But of the Vineyard I have choſe, /[Ne 
My ſelf alone the dreflins have. 

I made my Plants, fo did not he; 

] fer them all with my own hand. 
Thoſe that were dead reſtored be, 
And flouriſh all at my command. 


— 


I ————— 


CANT; VIE In. 


Ay Fireyard which is mine, is before ze * thay, 
O Solomon, mnt have a thouſand, and- 
thoſe that keep the fruit trcreof,, two hun- 
ared, 


— 


HYMN 146. 


Ing Solomons Tenants ſhar d the Fruit ; 
They profit had, as well as he, 
Or elſe they never had come tot : 
Two hundred fGiveriings their Fee. 

My S2ints, I muſt have all your Fruit; + - 
Your Pains and L2bours all is mine :* 
Your Glory bring to $7975 King ; 

'Tis he that waters every Vine. 

Now ſhall you bear your Fruit to me, 
That once the ſtranger had devour'd : 
Now ſhall you be like fruitful crees, 


And Apples ia my boſom pour'd. 
7 Now 


i” F 
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Now ſhall your ag be pleaſant, and 
Full grown and Mellow for my taſte. 
Inſtead of rent to me in hand, 

[1 pay you all the Rent at laſt. 


|you ſery e your ſelves in ſerving mes 


You love your ſelves when me you love : 
there Ng not rewarded be 3 
Y ou thall receiv't in Heaven above. 
ind tho King Solomon could not graft 
Into himſelf, to raiſe his Fruit: 
You into me thall grafted be: 
Take it upon my word; Fl do'r. 


tr 
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CAN T.-VIE x3. 


Thou that : dweleſe in the Gardens, the conpas 
nions hearken 10 thy voice 


HYMN 147. 


Y work is done, I muit be gone ; 
My buſineſs calls away, 

To wait upon my Fathers Throne: 

Faren el, I muſt not ſtay. 

Mean while, I'll leave my heart behind, 

And often to thee ſend : 

And fpread thy caſe, at Throne of Grace, 

And ſtrons]y thee defend. co 
ve 
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T've plac'd thy Habitation in 
The Gardens of delight. 
No more the Boar, as was before, 
Thy tender Plants ſhall bite. 
Amidit theſe fruitful Plants ſhall be 
Thy work and dwelling placed : 
And with incouragement thou ſhalt ſee 
Each Border ſweetly graced. 
In theſe incloſed Gardens, let 
The Commons hear thy voice, 
And tioſe that have not liſtned yet, 
To hear thee, ſhall rejoyce. 
Then tell them plainly all the thing : 
Bid them accept their bliſs: 
V/hennews you bring of Sjo7s King, 
Tizey will be yours and his. 


— 


CANT. VII. 13. 


Cauſe me to hear it, 


HYMN 145. 


' Le: me hear you Preach to thoſe 
That would Companions be 
In Sufferings and in Priviledge : 

O bring them unto me. 
Call nething common and unclean : 
The grearelt Sinner may 


t. $09 3 

7 | By precious blood be turn'd to good 3 
Their {ins be done away : 

But iet me hear you ſpeak ro me. 
No whiſpering Trumpet ſhall 

| Convey the Voice : my Spirit ſhall be 
Your Mouth, your Poſt, your All. 

[| maſt be gone, you know a while, 

As was ordain'd of old : 

To get things ready for the day 
That was fo long forerold. 

But in this diſtance let me hear 
From thee, my ceareit Love. 

Acquaint me but with what thou vwant'R, 
Il fend it irom above. 

My full ſupplies ſhall feaſt thine Eyes, 

1 And make thy heart rejoice : 

& | anly move to thee my love, 

Let me but hear thy Voice, 
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CANT. VUL. x4. 
Make bajt, my beloved, and be thou like to a 
roe, or to a young hart upon the mountains of 
ſpices. 


HY MN 149g. 


Y God, make all the haſt rhou canſt; 
Vhy do the hours move fo flow ? 
Why ſtops the glaſs that turned was 
$0 many hunared years ago ? 
Is wakeful time falFn faſt aſleep ? 
Why do the wheels of Motion ſtay ? 
Way doth my God in Priſon keep 
Thar ble(t and long'd-for glorious day: 
Lovers will haiten all they can : 
Thou loveſt ; then, why do#t thou Nay ? 
What Love and linger ? O make haſt : 
Lord it thou lov'it me, come aivay, 
'Tis not the pieatures of the World ; 
Nor joys, nor toys,. that can deiizght me. 
The blefled Angels lovely Faces, 
Without thy Prefence would aftright me. 
The glorious Joys of Heav'n it elf, 
Are but a Map of thee, my King: 
Jeſus in Short-hand Characters : 
A notion, but thy ſelf the thing. 
Come 


| 


NC. 


ne 


( 209 ) 


Come then, my All, my chiefeſt good ; 
When ſhall bleſt Heavens {> befriend us, 
To ſpare thee down ? O «ken ſhall they 
A ſight of our dear JESUS fend us. 

Is it not midnight, Lord, and paſt! 

When ſhall we hear the Clocks ſtrike: One? 
One Faith,One Way,One Sight,One Taft, 
One Lawgiver, One Lord, One Throne ? 

One Truth, One Goſpel, One Conſent, 
One God. One Jeſus only known ? 

Oh that this midnight-hour were ſpent, 
That all might coaleſce in One. 


Ern_—y , F 


CANT. VII. 14. 


— Be thou tiketo a roe, or 0 4 young hart upon 
the mountains of ſpices, 


H Y. MN 150. 


| oo more need ® come with ſpeed;- 


Founcations are difloived : 


| Juſtice and Right is fallen quite : 


Thy Saints in wo involved. 
Lord, if thou wilt by water come, 
Mine Eyes tha!l weep a Sea : 
Or ifby Land ! my Chariots ſtand; 
In readine(s for thee. 
| 3 Pardon, 


| "7 #10 

Pardon this error ; tears nor loye, 
Nor no ſuch thing from me, 

Can ſpeed his coming from above, 
Bur Love that is ia thee. 

The ſpicy Mountains are thy way ; - 
Thy ſteps perfume the Air: 

The Heav'ns ſhall open in that day, 
And Beams of glory fair: 

The Angels ſhall attend thy call, 
Thy Saints ſhall wait upon thee, JF 

Thy Dead fthall riſe, thy Trump ſurprize | 
Thy Enemies flying from thee. | 

O that, that welcome day were come ! 
We never ſaw a day. 

Canit be day without a Sun? 


Sweet Jeſus ! come away. 


Triuni Gloria. 
Omnia fecit Amor, 


